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TIIE LIFE 




MATTHEW PRIOR, 


BY 


SAMLLL JOHNSON, LL D. 


M VTTHEW TRIOR it one of those that hav* 
burst out from an obscure original to great eint- 
neurc. He was bom July 21,1 G64-, according 
to some at Wtabunse in Dorsetshire, of I know 
not what others say that be was the 

son of a Joiner of Loijdon : he was perhaps wil- 
ling enough to leave his birth unsettled *, in 

* The difficulty of settling Prior** birth-place is greet Id 
the registci of his College he is called, at hit admission by Ac 
President, Mutn , to Pitot, of It inborn tn Middlesex , by 
kimsclt next day, MoUhru Print qf Dorsctaksrt, in which 
county, not ia Middlesex, H inborn, or IVinberne, ss It 
stands in the Pi firm, is fiJund. Wlien be stood candidate 
for hts fellowship, five years afterwards, he wee registered 
dgsJn by himself as of MtddU scs. The last facora ought 
to he preferred, heceu r e it was made upon oath. It ia otoaerv- 
ablc, that as a native of n tvfnint, he m styled 

orgli Print , LC /rmi , not confidently with the rnpgntfr 
account of the meanness ol hit birth lir J- 
PHlOfc. \oi I. B 



Lire OF MATTHEW PRIOR. 


In* Don Quixote, thpt the historian of 

gbtkms might find him some illustrious al- 

fe. 

' ; is supposed to hare fallen, by his father’s 
death, into the hands of his uncle, a vintner * 
near Oharing-cross, who sent him for some time 
to Dr. Busby, at Westminster ; but, not intend- 
ing to give him any education beyond that of the 
school, took him, when he was well advanced in 
literature, to his own house, where the earl of 
Dorset, celebrated for patronage of genius, found 
him by chance, as Burnet relates, reading Ho- 
race, and was so well pleased with his profi- 
ciency, that he undertook the care and cost of his 
academical education. 

He entered his name in St. John’s College at 
Cambridge in 1682, in his eighteenth year; 
and it may be reasonably supposed that he was 
distinguished among his contemporaries. He be- 
came a bachelor, as is usual, in four yeatyrf ; 
and two years afterwards wrote the poem oi the 
Deity , which stands first in his volume. 

It is the established practice of that College, 
to send every year to the earl of Exeter some 
poems upon sacred subjects, in acknowledgment 


of a benefaction enjoyed by t^etn from the bounty 

* Samuel Prior kept the Rummer sMBro near Charlug-croei 
la iASj. The annual feast of the ik»| and gentry living la 
the parish of St. Martin In the Fie lafiMna held at Tus hotae, 
Oct. 14, that year N 1 

t He was admitted to tits Bachelors an t e In 16S6. and tc 
m Masters, by mandate, in 1700. -# 
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of hit ancestor. On this occasion were those 
verses written, which, though nothing is said of 
their success, seem to have recommended him to 
some notice ; for his praise of the countess’s mu- 
sic, and his lines on the famous picture of Seneca, 
afford reason for imagining that he was more or 
less conversant with that family. 

The same year he published the City Mouse 
and Country Mouse , to ridicule Dry den’s Hind 
and Panther , in coryunctio* with Mr. Montague. 
There is a story * of great pain suffered, and of 
tears shed, on this occasion, by Dry den, who 
thought it hard that ( an old man should be so 
4 treated by those to whom he had always been 
‘ civil.’ By tales like these is the envy, raised 
by superior abilities, every day gratified : when 
they are attacked, every* one hopes to see them 
bumbled : what is hoped is readily believed, and 
what is believed is confidently told. Dry den had 
been more accustomed to hostilities, than that 
such enemies should break his quiet ; and if we 
can suppose him \cxed, it would be hard to deny 
him sense enough to conceal his uneasiness. 

The City Mouse and Country Mouse procured 
its authors more solid advantages than the plea- 
sure of fretting Drjden; for they were both 
speedily preferred. Montague, indeed, obtained 
the first notice, with some degree of discontent, 
• Spence. 
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as it seems, in Prior, wh6 probably knew that 
his own part of the performance was the best. 
He had not, however, much reason to complain ; 
for he came to London, and obtained such, notice, 
that (in 1691) be was sent to the Congress at 
the Hague as secretary to the embassy. In this 
assembly of princes and noftes, to which Europe 
has perhaps scarcely seen any thing equal, was 
formed the grand alliance against Lewis, which 
at last did not produce effects proportionate, to the 
magnificence of the transaction. * 

The conduct of ’►Prior, in this splendid initiation 
into public business, was so pleasing to king 
William, that he made him one of the gentlemen 
of his bed-chamber ) and he is supposed to have 
passed some of the next years in the quiet culti- 
vation of literature and poetry . 

The death of queen Mary (in 1695) produced 
a subject for all the writers : perhaps no funeral 
was ever so poetically attended. Dryden, indeed, 
as a man discountenanced and deprived, was si- 
lent ; but scarcely any other maker of verees 
omitted to bring liis tribute of tuneful sorrow. 
An emulation of elegy was universal. Maria’s 
praise was not confined to the English language, 
but fills a great part of the Jiwar JngUcmut. 

Prior, who was both a poet and a courtier, 
was too diligent to miss his opportunity of ret» 
spect. He wrote a long ode, which was pre- 
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tented to the king, by whom it was not likely to 
be ever read. 

In two years he was secretary to another em- 
bassy at the treaty of Ryswick (in 1097 *) ; and 
next year had the same office at the court of 
France, where he is said to have been considered 
with great distinction. 

As he was \ nc day surveying the apartments 
at Versailles, being shown the Victories of Lewis, 
painted by Le Brun, and asked whether the king 
of England’s palace had any such decorations f 
4 The monuments of my Master’s actions,’ said 
hg, 4 are lo be seen every where but in his own 
4 house.’ The pictures of Lc Brun are not only 
in themselves sufficiently ostentatious, but were 
explained by inscriptions so arrogant, that Boi- 
Jcau and Racine thought it necessary to make 
them more simple. 

He was in the following year at Loo, with the 
king ; from whom, after a long audience, he car- 
ried orders to England, and upon his arrival be- 
came under-secretary of state in the carl of Jer- 
sey’s office ; a post which he did not retain long, 
because Jersey was removed ; but he was ioos 
made commissioner of Trade. 

This year ( 1 700) produced one of his longest 
and most splendid compositions, the Carmen Se- 

*He received, in September 1697, ■ present of aoo guineas 
from thejords justices, for his trouble to brlMtax over the 
treaty of peace, 

■ 3 
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cufarc , in which he exhausts all his powers of 
celebration. I mean not to accuse him of flat- 
tery : he probably thought all that he writ, and 
retained as much veracity as can be properly ex- 
acted from a poet professedly encomiastic. King 
William supplied copious^iaterials for either verse 
or prose. His whole life had been action, and 
none ever denied him the replendcnt qualities of 
steady resolution and personal courage, lie was 
really in Prior’s mind what lie represents him in 
his verses ; he considered him as a hero, and was 
accustomed to Bay, that he prated others in com- 
pliance with the fashion, hut that in celebrating 
king William he followed his inclination. To 
Prior gratitude would dictate praise, which reason 
would not refuse. 

Among the advantages to arise from the fu- 
ture years of William’s reign, he mentions a So- 
ciety for Hatful Avia, and among them 

Some tli at with care true eloquence shall teach. 

And to just idioms fix out doubtful speech. 

That from our writers distaut realms may know 
The thanks we to our monarchs owe, 

- And schools profess our tongue through every land, 
That has invok’d his aid or hless'd his hand. 

Tkkell, in his Prospect of Peace, has the «amg 
hope of a new academy : 

In hippy chains our daring language bound, 

Shall sport no more in arbitrary sound. 
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Whether the similitude of those passages whfelp 
exhibit the same thought on the same occasion 
proceeded from accident or imitation, is not easy 
to determine. Tickcll might have been im- 
pressed with his expectation by Swift’s Proposal 
for ascertaining the English Language , then 
lately published. 

In the parliament that met in 1701* he was 
chosen representative of East Grinstcad. Per- 
haps it was about this time that he changed his 
party ; for he voted for the impeachment of 
those lords who had persuaded the king to the 
Partition-treaty, a treaty in which he had him- 
self been ministerially employed. 

A great part of queen Anne’s reign was a‘ time 
of war, in which there was little employment for 
negotiators, and Prior had therefore leisure to 
make or to polish verses. When the battle of 
Blenheim railed forth all the versemen, Prior, 
among the rest, took rare to show his delight in 
the increasing honour of his country by m Epistle 
to Boileau. 

He published, soon afterwards, - a volume of 
poems, with the encomiastic character of his de- 
ceased patron the duke of Dorset : it began with 
the College Exercise, and ended with the Nut- 
brown Maid, 

The battle of Ramillies soon afterwards (in 
1706) excited him to another effort of psefry. 
On this occasion he had fewer or less farmHjiWe 
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fjfatls ; and it would be not easy to name any 
otjjer composition produced by that event which 
is now remembered. 

m Every tiling has its day. Through the reigns 
tof William and ^nnc no prosperous event passed 
undignified by poetry, the last war, when 

Frame was disgraced and overpowered in every 
quarter of the globe, when Spain, coming to her 
assistance, only shared her calamities, and the 
name of an Englishman was reverenced through 
Europe, no poet was heard amidst the general 
acclamation ; the fame of am counsellors and he- 
roes was intrusted to the Ga/cttecr. 

The nation in time grew weary of the war, and 
the Queen gren weary of her ministers. The 
war was burdensome, und the ministers were inso- 
lent. Harley and his friends began to hope that 
they aught, by driving the Whigs from court and 
from power, gratify at once the queen and the 
people. There was now a call for writers, who 
might convey intelligence of past abuses, and 
■how the waste of public money, the unreasonable 
Conduct of the A Hit*, the avarice of generals, the 
tyranny of minions, and the general danger of 
Approaching ruin. 

For this purpose a paper called the Examiner 
was periodically published, written, as it happen- 
ed, by any wit of the party, and sometimes as is 
■aid by Mrs. Manley. Some are owned by Swift $ 
en<£ one, in ridicule of Garth's verses to GodoU 
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phin upon the loss of his place, was written -by 
Prior, and answered by Addison, who appears to 
have known the author either by conjecture or 
intelligence. 

The Tories, who were now in power, were in 
haste to end the war ; and Prior, being recalled 
(1710) to his former employment of making 
treaties, was sent (July 1711) privately to Paris 
with propositions of peace. He was remembered 
at the French court ; and returning in about a 
month, brought with him the Abbe Gaultier, and 
M. Mesnager, a minister from France, invested 
with full powers. 

This transaction not being avowed, Mackay, 
the master of the Dover packet-boat, either zea- 
lously or officiously, seized Prior and his asso- 
ciates at 'Canterbury. It is easily supposed that 
they were soon released. 

The negociation was begun at Prior's house, 
where the Qut en’s ministers met Mesnager (Sep- 
tember 20, 1711) and entered privately upon the 
great business. The importance of Prior appears 
from the mention made of him by St. John in his 
letter to the Queen. 

* My Lord Treasurer moved, and all my Lords 
‘ were of the same opinion, that Mr. Prior should 
k be added to those who are empowered to sign* 
* the reasoii for which is, because be having per- 
L srowllj treated with Monsieur de Torcy, is the 
‘ best ssu'-k, we can produce of the mt in 
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* ^hich llie general preliminary engagement! 

« arc entered into : besides which, as he is the 

* best versed in matters of trade of all your ma- 
‘ jesty’s servants, who have been trusted in this 

* secret, if you shall think fit to employ him in 

* the future treaty of commerce, it will be of 

* consequence thut he^has been a party con- 
4 cemed in concluding that convention, which 

* must' be the rule of this treaty.’ 

The assembly of this important night was in 
some degree clandestine, the design of treating 
not being yet openly declared, and, when the 
Whigs returned to power, was aggravated to a 
- charge of high treason ; though, as Prior remarks 
in his imperfect answer to the report of the Com- 
mittee of Secrecy , no treaty ever was made with- 
out private interviews and preliminary discussions. 

My business is not the history of the peace, 
but the life of Prior. The conferences began at 
Utrecht oh the first of January (171 1-12), and 
the English plenipotentiaries arrived on the fif- 
teenth. The ministers of the different potentates 
conferred and conferred ; but the peace advanced 
so slowly, that speedier methods were found ne- 
cessary ; and Bolingbroke was sent to Paris to 
adjust differences with less formality ; Prior either 
accompanied him or followed him t and after his 
departure had the appointments and authority of 
an ambassador, though no public character. 

By some mistake of the Queen’s orders the court 
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of France had been disgusted ; and Bolingbroke 
says in his letter, ‘ Dear Mat, hide the nuked- 
4 ness of thy country, and give the best turn thy 
4 fertile brain will furnish thee with to the blun- 
• ders of thy countrymen, who are not much 
4 better politicians than the French are poets.* 

Soon after, the duke of Shrewsbury went on a 
formal embassy to Paris. It is related by Boyer, 
that the intention was to have joined Prior in the 
commission, but that Shrewsbury refused to be 
associated with a man so meanly bom. Prior, 
therefore, continued to act without a title till the 
duke returned next >ear to England, and then he 
assumed the style and dignity of ambassador. 

But, while he continued in appearance a private 
man, he was treated with confidence by Lewis, 
who sent him with a letter to the Queen, written 
in favour of the elector of Bavaria. 4 1 shall 
4 expect,' says he, 4 with impatience, the re- 
4 turn of Mr. Prior, whose conduct is very agree- 
4 able to me.* And while the duke of Shrews- 
bury was still at Paris, Bolingbroke wrote to 
Prior thus: 4 Monsieur de Torcy has a confi- 
4 dence in you i make use of it, once for all, upon 
4 this occasion, and convince him thoroughly, that 
4 We most give a different turn to our parliament 
4 and our people, according to their resolution 
4 at this crisis.’ 

Prior's public dignity and splendour com- 
raeocad in August 17 1 3, and continued till the 
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August following $ but I am afraid that, accord- 
ing to the usual fate of greatness, it was attended 
with some perplexities and mortifications. He 
had not all that is customarily given to ambassa- 
dors : he hints to the Queen, in an imperfect 
poem, that he had no service of plate ; and it 
appeared, by the debts fthich he contracted, that 
his remittances were not punctually made. 

On the first of August 1714, ensued the down- 
fal of the Tories, and the degradation of Prior. 
He was recalled, but was not able to return, be- 
ing detained by the debts which he had found it 
necessary to contract, and which were not dis- 
charged before March, though his old friend 
Montague was now at the head of the treasury. 

He returned then as soon as he could, and was 
welcomed on the 25 th of March by a warrant, but 
was, however, suffered to live in his own house, 
under the custody of the messenger, till he was 
examined before a committee of the Privy Coun- 
cil, of which Mr. Walpole was chairman, and 
Lord Coningsby, Mr. Stanhope, and Mr. Lech- 
mcre, were the principal interrogators t who, in 
this examination, of which there is printed an 
account not unentertaining, behaved with the 
boistcrousness of men elated by recent authority. 
They are represented as asking questions some- 
times vague, sometimes insidious, and writing an- 
swers different from those which they received. 
Prior, however, seems to have, been overpowered 



LIFE OP MATTHEW PRIOR. 


IS 


l>j their turbulence ; for he confesses that he 
signed what, if he had ever come before a legal 
judicature, he should have contradicted or ex- 
plained away. The oath was administered hy 
Boscawen, a Middlesex justice, who at last was 
going to write his attestation on the wrong sjde of 
the paper. 

They wero very industrious to find some charge 
against Oxford $ and asked Prior, with great 
earnestness, who was present when the prelimi- 
nary articles were talked of or signed at his house ? 
He told them, that either the earl of Oxford or the 
duke of Shrewsbury was absent, but he could not 
Temcinber which ; an answer which perplexed 
them, because it supplied no accusation against 
either. ‘ Could any thing be more absurd, 1 
■ays he, * or more inhuman, than to propose to 

* me a question, by the answering of which I 

* might, according to them, prove myself a 

* traitor? And, notwithstanding their solemn 
‘ promise, that nothing which 1 could say should 

* hurt myself, 1 had no reason to trust them: 

* for they violated that promise about five hours 
‘ after. However, 1 owned 1 was there present. 
4 Whether this was wisely done or no, 1 leap* 
4 to my friends to determine.’ 

When he had signed the paper, he was told by 
Walpole, that the committee were not satisfied 
with his behaviour, nor could give such mi account 
•f it to the Commons as might merit favour; and 
VOL. i. c 
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that they now thought a 'stricter confinement ne- 
cessary than to his own house. ‘ Here,’ says he, 

‘ Boscawen played the moralist, and Coaingshy 
4 the Christian, but both very awkwardly.’ The 
messenger, in whose custody he was to be placed, 
was then called, and very decently asked by Co- 
ningsby, ‘ If hi» house secured byjbars and 
‘ bolts ?’ The messenger answered, ‘ No,* 
with astonishment. At which Couiugsby very 
angrily said, 4 Sir, you must secure this prisoner; 

* it is for the safety of the nation : if he escape, 

4 you Bhall answer for it.* 

They had already printed their report; and 
in this examination were endeavouring to find 
proofs. 

He continued thus confined for some time ; and 
Mr. Walpole (June lOlh, 171.)) moved for an 
impeachment against him. What made him so 
acrimonious dpes not appear : he was by nature no 
thirster for blood. Prior was a week after com- 
mitted to close custody, with orders that no * per- 
4 son should be admitted to see him without leave 
4 from the Speaker.’ 

When, two years after, an Act of Grace was 
passed, he was excepted, and continued still in 
custody, which he had made less tedious by writ- 
ing his Alma . He was, however, soon after dis- 
charged. 

He had now his liberty , but he had nothing else. 
Whatever the profits of his employments might 
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have been, he had always spent it } and at the 
age of fifty-three Has, with all his abilities, in 
danger of penury, having yet no solid revenue but 
fioni the fellowship of his college, which, when 
in his exal*;Jion he was censured for retaining it, 
be said, he couid live upon at last. 

Being, however, generally known and esteemed, 
he was encouraged to add other poems to those 
which he had primed, and to publish them by 
subscription. The expedient succeeded by the 
industry of many friends, who circulated the pro- 
posals*, and the care of some, who, it is said, 
withheld the money from him lest he should 
squander it. The price of the volume was two 
guineas ; the whole collection was four thousand ; 
to which lord Harley, the son of the earl of Ox- 
ford, to whom he had invariably adhered, added 
an equal sum for the purchase of Down-hall, which 
Prior was to enjoy during life, and Harley after 
his decease. 

He had now, what wits and philosophers have 
often wished, the power of passing the day in con- 
templative tranquillity. Bnt it 'seems that busy 
men seldom live long in a state df quiet. It is not 
unlikely that his health declined. He complains 
of deafness ; 1 for,' says he, ‘ 1 took little care 

* of my ears while 1 was not sure if my head was 

* my own.* 


* Swift obtained many subscriptions for him in Ireland. R. 
c 2 
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■ Of any occurrences in his remaining life I have 
fotchd no account. In a letter to Swift, 4 1 have,* 
says he, 4 treated lady Harriot at Cambridge $ 

‘ (a Fellow of a College treat !) and spoke versee 
4 to her in a gown and cap ! What, the pleni- 
* potentiary, so far concerned in the damned 
4 peace at Utrecht! Tli^mau that makes up half 
4 the volume of terse prose, that makes up the 
4 report of the committee, speaking verses 1 Sic 
4 e8t homo sum.' 

He died at fVimpoh , a seat of the earl of Ox- 
ford, on the 1 8 th of September, 172!, and was 
buried in Westminster ; where, on a monument, 
for which, as the 4 last piece of human vanity,* 
he left the hundred pounds, is engraven this 
epitaph : 

Sui Temporis Histpriam meditanti, 
Paulatim obrepens Febris 
Open simul &. Vit«e filum abrupit. 

Sept. 18. An. Dorn. 1721. Mtat. 57* 

H. S. E. 

Vir Eximius 
S'erenissimis 

Regi Gu li elmo Hegintpquc Marls 
In Congressionc Fccderatorura 
Hagm anno lti^O celebrata, 

Deinde Magpie Britannia: Legatis 
Turn iis, 

Qui anno 1 6 l J7 Facem Ryswicki confecenmt* 
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Turn iis, 

Qui apud Gallos annis proximis Legation? m 
obierunt ; 

Eodem etiam anno 1 697 in Hibernia 
Secretaries ; 

Nccnon in utroque Honorabili conscssu 
Eorum, 

Qui anno 1700 ordinandis Commercii negotiis, 
Quiquc anno 17 1 1 dir%endis Porforii rebus, 
Prassidebant, 

Commission aries ; 

Postrcmo 
Ab Anna ' 

Felicissima* memorin? Regina 
Ad Leoovicem XIV. Gallias Hegcm 
Missus anno 17 11 
Dp Pace stahilienda, 

(Pore etiamnum durante 
Diuqre ut boni jam oranes sperant duratura) 
Cum summa potentate Lcgatus. 
MATTH-ffiUb TRIOR Anniger ; 

Qui 

Hos oranes, quibus cumulatus cst, Titulos 
Humanitatis, Ingenii, Eruditionis laude 
Superavit ; 

Cui enim nasrenti facile* arriserant Masse. 
Hunc Puerum Schola hie Regia perpolivit ; 
Juvenem in Collegio Sti. Johannis 
Cantabrigia optjmis Sdentiis instruxit $ 
Vinun denique am it ; & perfecit 
€ 3 
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Multa cum vivis Principibus consuetudo { 

Ita natus, ita institutus, 

A Vatum Choro avelli nunquam potuit, 

Scd solcbat sa'pc rcrum Civ ilium gravitatem 
Amaenioruin Literarum Stucliis condire: 

Et cum omne ad<^> Poeticcs genus 
Haud infelicitcr tentarel. 

Turn in Fabellis r.oncinne lepideque texendis 
Mirus Artifcx 
Neminem habuit parem. 

Haec liberalis animi oblcct^mcnta : 

Quani nullo I Hi labore con^titerint, 

Facile ii perspc*erc, quibus usub est Amici { 

A pud quos Urbanitatum & Leporum plenus 
Cum ad rem, qu.ccunque forte inciderat, 

Apt£ varie copioseque alluderet, 

Ipterea niiiil quantum, nihil vi expressum 
Vidcbafur, 

Sed omnia ultro effluere, 

Et quasi jugi 6 fonte affatim exuberare, 

Ita buob tandem dubios rcliquit, 

Essetne in Script is, Poeta Elegantior, 

An in Couvictu, Comes Jucundior, 

Of Prior, eminent as be was, both b y his abi- 
litics and station, very few memorials have been 
left by his contemporaries j the account, there- 
fore, must now be destitute of his private cha- 
racter and familiar practices. He lived at a time 
when the rafe of party detected all which it was 
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any man's interest to hide ; and as little ill is 
heard of Prior, it is certain that not much was 
known. He was not afraid of provoking censure $ 
for when he forsook the Whigs*, under whose 
patronage he first entered the world, he became a 
Tory, so ardent and determinate, that he did not 
willingly consort with men of different opinions. 
He was one of the sixteen ToricB who met weekly, 
and agreed to address each other by the title of 
Brother ; and seems to have adhered, not only by 
concurrence of political designs, but by peculiar 
affection, to the earl of Oxford and his family. 
With how much confidence he was trusted, has 
been already told. 

He was, however, in Pope’s + opinion, fit only 
to make verses, and less qualified for business than 
Addison himself. This was Burely said without 
consideration. Addison, exalted to a high place, 
was foiced into degradation by the sense of his 
own incapacity ; Prior, who was employed by men 
very capable of estimating his valve, having been 
secretary to one embassy, had, when great abili- 
ties were again wanted, the same office another 
time ; and was, after so much experience of his 
knowledge and dexterity, at last sent to transact a 
negotiation in the highest degree arduous and im- 
portant ; for which he was qualified, among other 
requisites, id the opinion of Bolingbroke, by his 


? iwd. 
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influence upon the French minister, and by alcill in 
Questions of commerce above other men. 

Of his behaviour in the lighter parts of life, it 
ii too late to get much intelligence. One of his 
answers to a boastful Frenchman has been related, 
and to an impertinent he made another equally 
proper. During his emba&-y , he sat at the opera 
by a man, who, in his rapture, accompanied with 
his own voice the principal singer. Prior fell to 
railing at the performer with all the terms of re- 
proach that he could collect, till the Frenchman, 
ceasing from hiB song, began to expostulate with 
him for his harsh censure of a man who was con- 
fessedly the ornament of the stage. ‘ I know all 
4 that,' says the ambassador, 4 mais il chantc si 
* haut, que je ne s<;aurois vous entendre.' 

In a gay French company, where r^cry one 
sung a little song or stanza, of which the burden 
was, 4 Bannissons la Melancholie when it 
came to his turn to sing, after the performance of 
m young lady that sat next him, he produced these 
extemporary lines : 

Mais cette voix, et ces beaux yeux. 

Font Cupidon trop dangereux, 

Et je sms triste quand je crie 
Bannissons la Melancholie. 

Tradition represents him as willing to descend 
from the dignity of the poet and statesman to the 
low delights of mean company. His Chloe pie- 
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hably was sometimes ideal : but the woman with 
whom he cohabited was a despicable drab * of 
the lowest species. One of his wenches, perhaps 
Chloe, while he was absent from hiB house, stole 
his plate, and ran awa j ; as was related by a wo- 
man who had been his servant. Of this propen- 
sity to sordid converse 1 have seen an account so 
seriously ridiculous, that it seems to deserve in- 
sertion + . 

1 I have been assured that Prior, after having 

* spent the evening with Oxford, Bolingbroke, 

* Pope, and Swift would go and smoke a pipe, 
and drink a bottle of ale, with a common soldier 
and his wife in Long Acre, before he went to 

‘ bed ; not from any remains of the lowness of 

* his original, as one said, but, 1 suppose, that 

* his faculties, 

* — Strain’d to the height, 

* In that celestial colloquy sublime, 

4 Dazzled and spent, sunk down and sought repair/ 

Poor Prior, why was he so atrameef , and in such 
iranl of repair, after a conversation with men not, 
in the opinion of the world, much wiser than him- 
self? hut such arc the conceits of spcculatists, who 
at.-uin their fucultirz to find in a mine what lies 
upon the surface. 

* ^renct , [and we Gent. M*$. i cL LVBL p. lOjftl 

* Richardsonian*. 
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, ^ His opinions, sp far as" the means of judging are 
Ijfeft us, seem to have been right ; but his life was, 
4 seems, irregular, negligent, and sensual. 


Prior has written with great variety, and his 
variety has made him p^ular. lie has tried all 
styles, from the grotesque to the solemn, and has 
not so failed in any as to incur derision or dis- 
grace. 

His works may be distinctly considered as com- 
prising Talcs, Love-verses, Occasional Poems, 
Alma, and Solomon. 

His Tales have obtained general approbation, 
being written with great familiarity and great 
sprightliness : the language is easy, but seldom 
gross, and the numbers smooth, without appear- 
ance of care. Of these Tales there are only four. 
The Ladle ; which is introduced by a Preface, 
neither necessary nor pleasing, neither grave nor 
merry. Paulo Purgantif which has likewise a 
Preface, but of more value than the Talc. Hant 
Carvel not over decent ; and Protogenes and 
JpeUetj an old story, mingled, by an affectation 
not disagreeable, with modern images. The 
Young Gentleman in Love has hardly a just claim 
to the title of a Tale. 1 know not whether lie lie 
the original author of any Talc which be has given 
ns. The Adventure of Hant Carvel has passed 
through many successions ofmeny wits; far it is 
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to be found in Ariosto's Satires, and is perhaps 
jet older. But the merit of such stories is the 
art of telling them. 

In his Amorous Effusions he is less happy ; for 
they arc not dictated by nature or by passion, and 
have neither gallantry nor tenderness. They 
have the coldness of Cowley, without his wit, the 
dull exercises of a skilful versifier, resolved at all 
adventurers to write something about Chloe, and 
trying to be amorous by dint of study. His fic- 
tions therefore are mythological. Venus, after 
the example of the Greek Epigram, asks when 
•he was seen naked and bathing. Then Cupid is 
mistaken t then Cupid is disarmed; then he loses 
his darts to Ganymede ; then Jupiter sends him a 
summons by Mercury. Then Chloe goes a-liunt- 
ing with an ivory quiver graceful at her side ; 
Diana mistakes her for one of her nymphs, an j 
Cupid laughs at the blonder. All this is lnreld 
despicable; and even when he tries to act the 
lover, without the bdp of gods or goddesses, bid 
thoughts are unaffecting or remote. He talks 
not *• like a man of this world." 

The greatest of all his amorous essays is Henry 
and Emma t a dull and tedious dialogue, which 
excites neither esteem for the man, nor tender* 
ness for the woman. The example of Emma, 
who resolves to follow an outlawed murderer 
wherever fear and guilt shall drive him, deserves 
■o im itat i o n; and the experiment by whieb 
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Henry Cries the lady's constancy, is such as must 
Vwithcr in infamy to her, or in disappointment 
pelf. 

His occasional Poems necessarily lost part of 
their value, us their occasions, being less remem- 
bered, raised less emotion. Some of them, how- 
ever, arc preserved by inherent excellence. 
The burlesque of Boileau's Ode on Namur has, 
in some parts, such airiness and levity as will al- 
ways procure it readers, even among those who 
cannot compare it with the original. The Epistle 
to Boilcau is not so happy. The Poems to the 
King arc now perused only by young students, 
who read merely tliat they may learn to write ; 
and of the Carmen Secular 1 cannot but suspect 
that 1 might praise or censure it by caprice, 
without danger of detection; for who can be sup- 
posed, to have laboured through it? Yet the 
tiiuftHMfe been when this neglected work was so 
popular, |hat it was translated into Latin by no 
common i&astcr. 

Uis Poe lit on the battle of Ramlllies is necessa- 
rily tedious by the form of the stanza : an uniform 
mass of ten lines thirty-fives repeated, incon- 
sequential and slightly connected, must weary both 
the ear ami the understanding. I1U imitatiou of 
bpenscr, which consists principally in / xoeen and 
/ weef, without exclusion of later modes of speech, 
makes his poem neither onr jeat nor modern, llis 
mention of .Vcr» and BcIIjhj, and tiis comparison 
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of Marlborough to the Eagle that bears the thun- 
der of Jupiter , are all puerile and unafieotui^ 
and jet more despicable is the long tale told l»y 
Lewis in his despair, of Brute and Troynovante, 
and the teeth of Cadmus , with his similies of the 
raven and eagle and wolf and lion. By the help 
of such easy fictions, and vulgar topics, without 
acquaintance with life, and without knowledge of 
art or nature, a poem of any length, cold and life- 
less like this, may be easily written on any sub- 
ject. 

In his Epilogues to Phaedra and to Xatcwa, he 
Is very happilj facetious \ but in the Prologue 
before the Queen, the pedant has found his way, 
with Minerva, Perseus, and .Andromeda. 

His Epigrams and lighter pieces are, like those 
of others, sometimes elegant, sometimes trifling, 
and sometimes dull { among the best are tfcn. fa- * 
motion, and the epitaph cm John and 

Scarcely any one of oar Poets has written so 
much, and translatedMflo little*: the version of Cal- 
limachus is sufficiently liceatiods $ the paraphrase 
on Sl Paul's Exhortation to Charity is eminently 
beautiful. ' 

Alma is written in professed imitation of Hu- 
dikras, and las at least one accidental resem- 
blance : Hudibras wants a plan, because it is left 
imperfect: Alma is imperfect, because it s eem s 
■ever to have had a plan. Prior appears not to 
have proposed to himself any drift or design, but 
vol. i. s 
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to bare written the casual dictates of the present 

What Horace said when he ipitated Laeilius, 
might be said of Butler by Prior, bis numbers 
were not smooth or neat : Prior excelled him in 
versification ; but he was, like Horace* invcntore 
minor; he had not Butler's exuberance of matter 
and variety of illustration. The spangles of wit 
which be could afford, he knew how to polish § 
but he wanted the bullion of his master. Butler 
pours out a negligent profusion, certain of the 
weight, but careless of the stamp. Prior has 
comparatively little, but with that little he makes 
a fine show. Alma has many admirers, and waa 
the only piece among -Prior’s works of which Pope 
that he should wish to be the author. 

Solomon is the work to which he entrusted the 
protection of his name, and which he expected 
succeeding ages to regard with veneration. Uia 
affection was natural; it had undoubtedly been 
written with great labour ; mud who is willing to 
think that be has been labouring in vain? He 
had infused into it much knowledge and much 
thought » had often polished it to elegance, often 
dignified it with splendour, and sometimes height- 
ened It to sublimity: he perceived in it many 
excellencies, and did not discover that it wanted 
that without which all others are of small 
avail, the power of engaging attention and alluring 
curiosity. 
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Tediousness is the most fatal of all faultBt 
negligences or errors are single and local, but 
♦ndinawnn pervades the whole ; other faults are 
censured and forgotten, but the power of tedious- 
ness propagates itself. He that is weary the first 
hour, is more weary the second ; as bodies 'forced 
into motion, contrary to their tendency, pass more 
and more slowly through every successive interval 
of space. 

Unhappily this pernicious failure is that wMeh 
an author is least able to discover. We are seldom 
tiresome to ourselves ; and the act of composition 
fills and delights the mind with change of language 
and succession of images; -every couplet when 
produced is new, and novelty is the peat source 
of pleasure. Perhaps no man ever thought lib 
superfluous when he first wrote it, or contracted 
his work till bis ebullitions of invention had sub- 
sided. And even if be should controul 
of immediate renown, and keep his work nhUpair t 
unpublished, he wfil be lit the author, and' still 
in danger of deceiving himself: and if he consults 
his friends, be will probably find men who hare 
more kindness than judgment, or more fear to 
offend than desire to instruct. 

The tedhmsaess of this poem proceeds not from 
the uniformity of the subject, for it is sufficiently 
diversified, but from the conti nue d teaoar of the 
narrations in which Solomon relates the successive 
vicissitudes of his own mind, without the interven- 
o 2 
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lion of any other speaker^ or the mention of any 
other agent, unless it be A bra* the reader is only 
to learn what he thought, and to be told that he 
thought wrong. The event of every experiment 
is foreseen, and therefore the process is not much 
regarded. 

Yet the work is far Atom deserving to be ne- 
glected. He that shall peruse it will be able to 
mark many passages to which he raa) recur for 
Instruction or delight; many from which the 
poet may learn to write, and the philosopher to 
reason. 

If Prior's poetry be generally considered, his 
praise will be that of correctness and industry, ra- 
ther than of compass of comprehension, or activity 
of fancy. never made any effort of invention : 

liis greater "pieces are only tissues of common 
thoughts | and his smaller, which consist of light 
tasage* or liugle conceits, are not always his own. 

* 1 have traced him among the French Epigram- 
matists, and have bedh informed that he poached 
for prey among obscure authors. The Thirf and 
Cordelier is, i suppose, generally considered as an 
original production ; with how modi justice this 
Epigram may tell* which was written by Georgius 
Sabinus, a poet now little known or read, though 
once the friend of Luther and Melancthon: 

De Sacerdote Furem con solan te. 

Quidam sacrifices forem eomitatus euntera 
Hoc ubi dat mates camificiana ntci. 
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Ve sis mast us ^t; -sununi conviva Tonantis 
Jam cum celitibus, (ai modo credis) eris. 

Ille gemens, si vera mihi solatia prabes, 

Hospes apud superos sis meus oro, refert. 

Sacrificus contra; mihi nonconvivia fasRSt 
Ducere, jejunans hac edo luce nihil. 

What bq has valuable he owes to his diligence t 
anil his judgment. His diligence has justlj 
placed him amongst the most correct of theJSng- 
lish poets; and he was one of the first that reso- 
lutely endeavoured at correctness. lie never sa- 
crifices accuracy to haste, nor indulges himself in 
contemptuous negligence, or impatient idleness; be 
has no careless lines, or entangled sentiment?: his 
words are nicely selected, and his thoughts fbJIy 
expanded. If this part of his character suffers 
any abatement, it must be from the disproportion 
of his rhymes, which have not always sufficient 
consonance, and from the admission of broken . 
lines into his Solomon; hot perhaps he thought, 
like Cowley, that hemistich* ought to be admitted, 
into heroic poetry. 

He had apparently such rectitude of judgment 
as secured him from every thing that approaebed 
to the ridiculous or absurd t but as laws operate 
in civil agency not to the excitement of virtue, 
hut the repression of wickedness, so judgment in 
the operations of intellect can hinder faults, bat 
not prodace excellence. Prior is never low, nor 
: very often sublime- It is said by Loogtans cf 
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Euripides, that he foroerhimself sometime iato 
.grandeur by violence of effort, as the lion kindles 
hgiiify by the lathes of his own tail. Whatever 
PQfajgjitaing above mediocrity seems the effort of 
gtrtQgPe and of toil. He has many vigofous but 
few happy lines ; he has cflftry thing by purchase, 
and nothing by gift; he had no night}// visitation* 
of the Muse, no infusions of sentiment or felieities 
of fancy. 

His diction, however, is more his own than that 
of any among the successors of Dryden; he bor- 
rows no lucky turns, or commodious modes of lan- 
guage, from his predecessors. His phrases are 
original, but they are sometimes harsh ; as he in- 
herited no elegancies, none has he bequeathed. 
His expression has every mark of laborious study : 
the line seldom seems to have been formed at 
once; the words did not come till they were called, 
and ycre then put by constraint into their places, 
where they do their duty, but do it sullenly. In 
his greater compositions there may be found more 
rigid stateliness than graceful dignity. 

Of versification he was not negligent t what he 
received from Dryden he did not lose i neither did 
he increase the difficulty of writing by unnecessary 
severity, but uses Triplets and Alexandrines with- 
out scruple. In his preface to Sodowum he pro- 
poses some improvements, by exteadffig the sense 
from one couplet to an o th e r, with variety of 
This ho has attempted, hot 
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•uccess; his inlerrupteddints are nnpleasing, and 
his sense as less distinct is less striking. 

He has altered the Ftanza of Spenser, as a 
house is altered by building another in its place 
of a different form. With how little resenttlanc^ 
he has formed his new Stanza to that of hii 
master, these specimens will show : 

SPENSER. 

She flying fast from heaven’s hated face. 

And from the world that her discovered wide. 
Fled to the wasteful wilderness apace. 

From living eyes her open shame to hide. 

And lurk’d in rocks and caves long uneapy’d. 

But that fair crew of knights, and Una fair. 

Did in that castle afterwards abide, 

To rest themselves, and weary powers repair. 
Where store they found of all, that dainty was 
and rare. 


PRIOR. 

To the close rock the frighted raven flies, 

£oon as the rising eagle cuts the air : 

The shaggy wolf unseen and trembling lies. 
When the hoarse roar proclaims the lion near. 
Ill starr’d did we our forts and ITnes forsake. 

To dare our British foes to open fight : 

Our conquest we by stratagem should make: 
Our triumph had been founded in oar flight. 

Tit oun, by craft and by surprise to gain : 

Tis theirs, to meet in anus, and battle in the plain 
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By this new structure of his lines he has avoided 
difficulties 5 nor am I sure that he has lost any of 

power of p teasing ; but he no longer imitates 
1 Spenser. 

Some of his poems are written without regula- 
*fcity of measures ; for, w^en he commenced poet, 
he had not recovered from our Pindaric infatuation ; 
hot he probably lived to be cotsNnced, that the 
essence of verse is order and consonance. 

His numbers are such as mere diligence may 
attain ; they seldom offend the ear, and seldom 
sooth it; they commonly want airiness, lightness, 
and facility: what is smooth, is not soft. His 
verses always roll, but they seldom flow. 

A survey of the life and writings of Prior may 
exemplify % sentence which he doubtless under- 
stood well, when he read Horace at his uncle's; 
* The vessel long retains the scent which it first 
4 receives.’ In his private relaxation he revived 
the tavern, and in his amorous pedantry he exhibited 
the college. But on higher occasions and nobler 
■objects, when habit was overpowered by the ne- 
cessity of reflection, he wanted not wisdom as a 
statesman, or elegance as a poet. 



TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 


LIONEL, 

EARL OF DORSET AND MIDDLESEX. 


It look* like no great compliment to your Lord- 
ihip that I prefix your name to this Epistle, when, 
in the Preface, I declare the book is* published 
almost against my inclination. But in all cases, 
my Lord, yon hare an hereditary right to what- 
ever maybe called mine. Many of the following 
pieces were written by the command of jour ex- 
cellent father, and most of the rest under his pro- 
tection and patronage. 

The particular felicity of your birth, my Lord^ 
the natural endowment of your mind, which, with- 
out suspicion of flattery, 1 may tell you arc veiy 
great ; the good education with which these parts 
have been improved, and your coming into tha 
world and seeing men very early, make us expect 
from your Lordship all the good which our hopes 
can form ia favour of a young noblrmaB. Tu 
Mmretthu eris, — oor eyes and our liearts art 
fprasd on yon. Yon mutt be a judge and master 
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of polite learning, a friend and patron to men of 
letters and merit, a faithful and able counsellor to 
your prince, a true patriot to your country, an or- 
nament and honour to the titles you possess, and, 
in one word, a worthy son to the great Earl of 
Dorset. 

It is 8 b impossible to mention that name with- 
out desiring to commend the person, as it is to 
give him the commendations which his virtues de- 
served. But I assure myself, the most agreeable 
compliment I can bring jour Lordship, is to pay 
m grateful respect to your father's memory : and 
my own obligations to him were such, that the 
-world must pardon my endeavouring at his cha- 
racter, however I may miscarry in the attempt. 

A thousand ornaments and graces met in the 
composition of this great man, and contributed to 
make him universally beloved and esteemed. The 
figure of his body was strong, proportionable, 
beautiful : and were his picture well drawn, it 
must deserve the praise given to the portraits of 
Raphael, and at once create love and respect. 
While the greatness of his mien informed men 
they were approaching the nobleman, the sweet- 
ness of it invited them to come nearer to the pa- 
tron. There was in his look and gesture some- 
thing that is more easily conceived than describ- 
ed, that gained upon you in his favour before be 
spake one word. His behaviour was easy ad 
courteous to all, but distinguished, sod adapted is 
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each man in particular, according 1 to his station 
and quality. His civility was free from the for- 
mality of rule, and flowed immediately from his 
good sense. 

Such were the natural faculties and strength of 
his mind, that he had occasion to borrow very 
little from education ; and he owed those advan- 
tages to his own good parts, which others db* 
quire by study and imitation. His wit was abun- 
dant, noble, bold. Wit, in most writers, is like 
u fountain in a garden,’ supplied by several streams 
brought through artful pipes, and playing some- 
times agreeably : but the Earl of Dorset's was a 
source rising from the top of a mountain, which 
forced its own way, and with inexhaustible sup- 
plies delighted and enriched the country through 
which it passed. This extraordinary genius was 
accompanied with Vo true a judgment in all parts 
of fine learning, that whatever subject was before 
him, he discoursed as properly of it, as if the pe- 
culiar bent of his study had been applied that 
way t and he perfected his judgment by reading 
and digesting the best authors, though be quoted 
them very seldom. 

Cemtcwuubmt futiut liter*/ , quam metciebaS ; 

and rather seemed to draw his knowledge from 
his own stores than to owe it to aay foreign a*- 
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The brightness of his parts, the solidity of his 
Jtlfgment, and the candour and generosity of his 
temper, distinguished him in an age of great po- 
liteness, and at a court abounding with men of the 
finest sense and learning. The most eminent 
masters, in their several w?n s, appealed to his de- 
termination. Waller thoughA.it an honour to 
.Consult him in the softness and harmony of 
his verse ; and Dr. 8pratt in the delicacy and 
urn of his prose. Drydon determines by him, 
indcr the character of Eugcnius, as to the laws 
>f dramatic poetry. Butler owed it to him 
that the Court tasted liis Hudibras: Wycherley 
that the Town liked his Plain Dealer : and the 
Duke of Buckingham deferred to publish his Re- 
hearsal till he was sure (as he expressed it) that 
my Lord Dorset would not rehearse upon him 
again. If we wanted a foreign testimony, La 
Fontaine ami i t, Evreraont have acknowledged 
that he was a perfect master in the beauty and 
fineness of their language, and of all that they 
ttll ten belles Ictlrcs. Nor was this nicety of his 
judgment confined only to books and literature, 
but was the same in statuary, painting, and all 
ether parts of art. Dernuni would have, taken 
his opinion upon the beauty and attitude of a 
figure ; and King <. barlea did not agree with Lely 
that nn Lady Cleveland's picture was finished till 
it had the approbation of tuy Lord Buckhunt. 

As the judgment which he made of others 
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writings could not be refuted, the manner in which 
he wrote will hardly ever be equalled. Every 
one of his pieces is an ingot of gold intrinsically 
and solidly valuable ; such as, wrought or beaten 
thinner, would shine throng h a whole book of any 
other author. His thought was alway s new, and the 
expression of it so particularly happy, that every 
body knew immediately it could only be iny Lord 
Dorset’s ; and yet it was so easy, too, dial every 
body was ready to imagine himself capable of 
writing it. There is a lustre in his verses like 
that of the sun in Claude Loraine's landscapes ; It 
looks natural, and is inimitable. His love-verses 
have a mixture of delicacy and strength; they 
comey the nit of l’ctronius in the softness of Ti- 
bullus. His satire, indeed, is so severely pointed, 
that in it lie appears, what his great friend the 
Earl of Rochester (that other prodigy of the age) 
says he was. 

The good man, with the worst-natur’d Muse. 

Y T et eveirhere that character may justly be ap- 
plied to him which Perseus gives of the best 
writer in this kind that ever lived : 

Omm* vafitr vittrnm ndenti FJaccyt mmum 

Tmngit t et admutut circttm firm cor dia l adit. 

And the gentleman had always so much the bet- 
ter of the satirist, that the ppm— touched <UA 
paxou. vol. i. a 



not know where to fix. their resentments, and were 
forced to appear rather ashamed than angry, "ict 
so far was this great Author from valuing himuolf 
upon his works, that he cared not what became of 
them, though every body else did. There are 
many things of his not extant in writing, which, 
however, are always repeated like the verses and 
sayings of the ancient Druids, they retain nn uni- 
versal veneration, though they arc preserved only 
by memory. 

Ah it is often seen that those men who are least 
qualified for business love it most, my Lord Dor- 
set’s character was, that he certainly understood it, 
but did not care For it. *, 

Coming very young to the possession of two 
plentiful estates, and in an age when pleasure was 
more in fashion ihan business, lie turned his parts 
rather to books and convrr-xiti' n than to politics, 
and what more immediately related to the public : 
but whencvei the sjfety ol In-, country demanded 
bis assistance, he readily entered into the mo^t 
actise parts of life, and underwent the greatest 
dangers with a constancy of mind which showed 
that he hud not only read the rules of philosophy 
but understood the practice of them. 

In the first Dutch war, he went a volunteer 
under the Duke of York : bis behaviour during 
that campaign was such, as distinguished t h e 
Sackvillc descended from that Hildebrand of the 
name, who was one of the greatest captain? that 
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came into England with the Conqueror. But 
his making a song the night before the engage- 
ment (and it was one of the prettiest that ever 
was made) carries with it so sedate a presence oi 
mind, and such an unusual gallantry, that it de- 
senes as much to be recorded as Alexander’s jest- 
ing with his soldiers before lie passed the Gra- 
nicus j or W illiam I. of Orange giving order over- 
night for a battle, and desiring to be called m 
the morning lest he should happen to sleep too 
long. 

From hence, during the remaining part of 
King Charles's reign, he continued to live in ho- 
nourable leisure. He was of the Bed-chamber to 
the king, and possessed not only his master's fa- 
vour, but in a great degree his familiarity, never 
leaviug the Court but when he was sent to that of 
Frauce, on some short commissions and embassies 
of compliment ; as if the King designed to show 
the French, (who would be thought the politest 
nation) that one of the finest gentlemen in Europe 
was his subject ; and that we had a prince who 
understood his worth so well as not to suffer him 
to be long out of his presence. 

The succeeding reign neither relished my Lord's 
wit nor approved his maxims $ so be retired alto- 
gether from Court. But as the irretrievable 
mistakes of that unhappy government went on to 
threaten the nation with something more terrible 
than a Dutch war, he thought it became him to 
» *2 
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resume the courage of his youth, and once more 
to engage himself in defending the liberty of his 
country. He entered into the Prince of Orange’s 
interest, and carried on his part of that great en- 
terprise here in London, and under the eye of the 
Court, with the same resolution as his friend and 
fellow patriot the late Duke Devonshire did 
in open arms at Nottingham, till the dangers of 
thote times increased to extremity, and just ap- 
prehensions arose for the safety of the Princess, 
our present glorious Queen ; then the Earl of 
Dorset was thought the properest guide of her 
necessary flight, am} the person under whose cou- 
rage and direction the nation might most safely 
trust a charge so precious and important. 

After the establishment of their late Majesties 
upon the throne" there was room again at Court 
for men of my Lord’s character. He had a part 
in the councils of those princes, a great share in 
their friendship, and all the marks of distinction 
with which u good government could reward a pa- 
triot. He was made Chambcrlaiu of their Ma- 
jesties household, a place which he so eminently 
adorned by the grace of his person, and the fine- 
ness of his breeding, and the knowledge and prac- 
tice of what was decent and magnificent, that he 
oould only be rivalled in these qualifications by 
one great man who has since held the same staff. 

The last honours he recehcd from his sove- 
reign (and indeed they were the greatest which a 
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subject could receive) were, that he was made 
Knight of the Garter, and 'constituted one of the 
Regents of the kingdom during his Majesty’s ab- 
sence. Rut liis health about that time sensibly 
declining, and the public ulfairs not threatened 
by any imminent danger, he left the business to 
those who delighted more in the state of it, and 
appeared only sometimes at council to show his 
respect to the commission, giving as much leisure 
as he could to the relief of those pains with which 
it pleased God to aftlcit him, and indulging the 
reflections of a mind that had looked through the 
world with too piercing an eye, and was grown 
weary of the prospect. Upon the whole, it may 
very justly be said of this great man, with regard 
to the publii , that through the course of his life 
he acted like an able pilot in a long voyage, con- 
tented to sit quiet in the cabin when the winds 
were allayed and the waters smooth t but vigilant 
and ready to resume the helm, when the storm 
arose, and the sea grew tumultuous. 

1 ask your pardon, niy Lord, if 1 look yet a 
little more nearly into the late Lord Dorset’s cha- 
racter j if 1 examine it not without some intention 
of hnding fault, and (which is mi odd way of 
making a panegyric) set his blemishes and imper- 
fections in open view. 

The hre of his youth carried him to some 
excesses, hut they were accompanied With n most 
lively invention and true humour. Thefittlmwio- 

r 'i 
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knees and easy mistakes of anight too gaily spent, 
and that too in the beginning of life, were always 
set right the next day with greut humanity and 
ample retribution. His faults brought their ex- 
cuse with them, and his very failings had their 
beauties* So much sweetness accompanied what 
he said, and so much genedfcsity what he did, 
that people were always prepossessed in his 
favour ; and it was in fact true what the late Earl 
of Rochester said in jest to king Charles, That 
he did not know how it was, but my Lord Dorset 
might do any thing, yet was never to blame. 

He was naturally very subject to passion, but 
the short gust was soon over, and served only to 
set off the charms of his temper when more com- 
posed. That every passion broke out with a 
force of wit which made even anger agreeable : 
while it lasted he said and forgot a thousand things 
which other men would have been glad to have 
studied and wrote: but the impetuosity was cor- 
rected upon a moment’s reflection, and the mea- 
sure altered with such grace and delicacy, that 
you could scarce perceive where the key was 
changed. 

He was very sharp in his reflections, but never 
in the wrong place. His darts were sure to 
wound | but they were sure, too, to hit none 
but those whose follies gave him very fair aim. 
And when ft* allowed no quarter, he had certain- 
ly been pfcftoked by more than common error ; 
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by men’s tedious and circumstantial recitals of 
their affairs, or by their multiplied questions 
about his own $ by extreme ignorance and imper- 
tinence, or the mixture of these, and ill-judged 
and never-ceasing civility ; or, lastly, by the two 
things which were his utter aversion, the insinua- 
tion of a flatterer, and the whisper of a tale- 
bearer. 

If therefore we set the piece in its worst posi- 
tion, if its faults be most exposed, the shades 
will still appear very finely joined with their lights, 
and every imperfection will be diminished by the 
lustuie of some neighbouring virtue: but if we 
turn the great drawings and wonderful colourings 
to their true light, the whole must appear beauti- 
ful, noble, admirable. 

He possessed all those virtues in the highest 
degree upon which the pleasure of society and the 
happiness of life depend, and he exeicised them 
with the greatest decency and best manners. Ai 
good nature is said, by a great author*, to belong 
more particularly to the English than any other 
nation, it may again be said that it belonged more 
particularly to the late Earl of Dorset than to any 
other Englishman. 

A kind husband he was without fondness, and 
an indulgent father without partiality. 5o extra- 
ordinary good a master, that this quality ought 


Sprat* Hist, of the loyal tocfcfftb 
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ndeed to hare been numbered^among his defects, 
Tor he was often served worse than became his 
station, from his uuwilHugnc&s to assume an au- 
thority too severe: and during those little trans- 
ports of passion to which I just now said he was 
Mibject, I have known his servants get into his way, 
that they might make a merit^f it immediately 
after? for he that had the good fortune to be chid 
was sure of being rewarded for it. 

tabic was pne of the last that gave us an 
example of the old housekeeping of an English 
nobleman. A freedom reigned at it which made 
every one of his guests think himself at home, and 
an abundance, which showed that the master's 
hospitality extended to many more than those who 
had the honour to sit at table with him. 

In hi^dcaUngs with others his care and exact- 
ness that every man should have his due was such, 
that yon would think he iiad never seen a court : 

politeness and civility with which this justice 
was administered would convince you he never had 
lived out of one. 

Ho was so strict an observer of his word, that 
no consideration whatever could make him break 
it ; yet so cautious lest the merit of his act should 
arise from that obligation only, that he usually 
did the greatest favours without making any pre* 
vious promise, So iimelofete was he in his friends 
ship, and to kind to the character of those whom 
he had oiwn honnnred whh a more intimate ac- 
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quaintance, that nothing less t6an a demonstration 
of some essential fault could make him break with 
them : and then, too, his good nature did not 
consent to it without the greatest reluctance and 
difficulty. Let me give one instance of this 
amongst many. When, as Lord Chamberlain, 
he was obliged to take the King’s pension from 
Mr. Dryden, who had long before put himself out 
of a possibility of receiving any favour from the 
Court, my Lord allowed him an equivilenf out 
of his own estate. However displeased with die 
conduct of his old acquaintance, he relieved his 
necessities ; and while he gave him his assistance 
in private, in public he extenuated and pitied 
his error. 


The foundation, indeed, of thes^ 
qualities, and the perfection of my Lora 
character, was that unbounded charity i 
through the whole tenour of his life, a 
visibly predominant over die other flu 
his soul, as she is said to do in heaven I 


sister virtues. , 

Crowds of poor daily thronged his gates, ex- 


pecting thence their bread, and were still lessened 
by his sending the most proper objects of his 
bounty to apprenticeships or hospitals. The lazy 
and the sick, as he accidentally saw them, wete 
removed, from the street tg> the physician, and 
many of them not only restored to health, hut 
supplied with what might enable them to resume 
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their former callings, and matte tneir tuture lire 
happy. The prisoner has often been released by 
my, Lord’s paying the debt^ and the condemned 
has been saved by his intercession with the Sove- 
reign, where he thought the letter of the law too 
ri£id. To those whose circumstances were such 
as made them ashamed of the^pbverty he knew 
how to bestow his munificence without offending 
their modesty, and under the notion of frequent 
presents gave them what amounted to a subsistence. 
Many yet alive know this to be true, though he 
told it to noue, nor ever was more uneasy than 
when any one mentioned it to him. 

We may find among the Greeks and Latins 
Tibullus and G alius, the noblemen that writ poe- 
try ; Augustus and Maecenas, the protectors of 
leandM^l&ristide*, the good citizen ; and Atti-» 
cus» U^Preli-bred friend ; and bring them in as 
cMfcrtiJes of my Lord Dorset's wit, his judgment, 
■Ijflustice, and his civility : but for his charity, 
ray^Ldrd, we can scarce find a parallel in history 
itself. 

Titus was not more the delieke hunuoti generis on 
this account than my Lord Dorset was : and, with- 
out any exaggeration, that prince did not do more 
good, in proportion, out of the revenue of the Ro- 
man empire, than your father out of dm income of 
a private estate. Let <hj b my Lord* remain to 
you and your posterity a possession for ever jo 
be imitated, end, if possible, to be excelled. 
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As to my own particular, 1 scarce knew what 
ife was sooner than I found myself obliged to his 
avour, nor have had reason to feel any sorrow w> 
enaibly as that of Ids' death. 

life dies— quern semper acerbttm 

Semper bonoratum {sic Di voluistis ) Lahebo. 

JEnean could not reflect upon the loss of hfs 
father with greater piety, my Lord, thujjk i must 
recal the memory of yours, and when 1 think 
whose son 1 am writing to, tlic least 1 promise 
myself from your goodness is an uninterrupted 
continuance of -favour, and a friendship for life ; 
to which, that I may with some justice entitle my- 
self, 1 send your Lordship a Dedication not filled 
with a long detsH of yonr praises, but with my 
sincerest wishes that you may deserve them y that 
you may employ those extraordinary parts and^ 
abilities with which heaven has blessed you to the 
honour of your family, the benefit of your friends, 
and the good of your country j that all your ac- 
tions may be great, open, and noble, such as 
may tell the world whose son and whose successor 
you are. 

What I now offer to your Lordship is a Collec- 
tion of Poetry, a kind of Garland of good will. 
If any verses of my writing should appear in print 
under another name and patronage than that of an 
Earl of Dorset, people might suspect them not to 
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be gamine. I have attained^ my present end if 
these Poems prove the diversion of some of your 
youthful hours, as they have been occasionally 
the amusement of some of mine ; and I hum- 
bly hope, that as I may hereafter bind up my 
Mler sheaf, and lay some pieces of a very diffe- 
rent nature (the product of my severer studies) at 
your Lordship’s feet, 1 shall tmgagc your more 
serious reflection ; happy if, in all my endeavours, 
I may contribute to your delight or to your in- 
struction. I am, with all daty and respect. 

My Lord, 

Your lordship's most obedient 
And mdst lpumble servant, 
MATTHEW PRIOR. 



PREFACE. 


T HE greatest part of what I have written hav- 
ing been already published, either siit£ly or in 
some of the Miscellanies, it would be too late for 
me to make any excuse for appearing in print. 
But a collection of poems has lately appeared 
under my name, though without ray knowledge, 
in which the publisher has given me the honour 
of some things that did not belong to me, and 
has transcribed others so imperfectly that 1 hard- 
ly knew them to be mine. This has obliged me, 
in my own defence, to look back upon some of 
those lighter studies which I ought long since to 
have quitted, and to publish an indifferent collec- 
tion of poems, for fear of being thought the au- 
thor of a worse. 

Thus 1 beg pardon of the public for reprinting 
some pieces, which, as they came singly from 
their first impression, have (1 fancy) lain long and 
qnictly in Mr. Tonun'i shop | and adding others 
to them which were never before printed, and 
might have lain as quietly and perhaps more safe- 
ly in a corner of my own study. 

The reader will, I hope, make allowance for 
fiwir having been written at very distant d—, 
and on very different occasions, and take them 
r 
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as they happen to come : Public Panegyrics, 
amorous Odes, serious Reflections, or idle Tales, 
the product of his leisure hours, who had business 
enough upon his hands, and was only a poet by 
accident. 

t own myself much obliged Jp Mrs. Singer, 
who has given me leave to pr&ra pastoral of her 
writing, that poem having produced the verse* 
immediately following it. I wish she might be 
prevailed with to publish some other pieces of that 
hind, in which the softness of her sex and the 
fineness of her genius conspire to give her a very 
distinguishing character. 


POSTSCRIPT- 


T must help my Preface by a Postscript, to tell 
the leader that tliere is ten years distance between 
my writing one and the other) and that (whatever 
1 thought then, and have somewhere said, that I 
would publish no more poetry) be will find several 
copies of verses scattered through this edition 
which were not printed in the first. Those re* 
lating to the public stand in the order they did 
before, according to the several years in which 
they were written** however the disposition of 


See advertisement. 
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our national affairs, the actions or the fortunes 
of some men, and the opinions of others, may have 
changed. Prose and other human things may 
Take -what turn they can, but poetry, which pre- 
tends to have something of divinity in it, is to he 
more permanent. Odes once printed cannot well 
be altered, when the author has already laid that 
he expects his works should live ibr ever; and it 
had been very foolish in my friend Uorace, if, 
sonic sears after his exegi monumentum , he 
should have desired to see his building taken dovin 
again. 

The Dedication likewise is reprinted to the 
Earl of Dorset in the foregoing leaves^ without any 
alteration, though 1 hod the fairest opportunity 
and the strongest inclination to have added a great 
deal to it. The blooming hopes which I said the 
world expected from my then very young patron 
have been confirmed by most noble and distin- 
guished first fruits, and his life is going ou 
towards a plentiful harvest of all accumulated 
virtues. Be has in fact exceeded whatever the 
fondness of ray wishes could invent in his favour : 
his equally good and beautiful lady enjoys in him 
an indulgent and obliging husband ; his children 
a kind and careful father ; and his acquaintance a 
faithful, generous, and polite friend. His fellow- 
peers have attended to the persuasion of his elo- 
quence, and have been convinced by the solidity 
of his reasoning. He has long since deserved and 
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attained the honour of the Gartej - . He has ma- 
naged some of the charges of the kingdom with 
known ability, and laid them down with entire 
dkiateressement : and as he continues the exer- 
cises of these eminent virtues (which that he may 
to a very old age shall be my perpetual wish) he 
may be one of the greatest men that our age or 
possibly our nation has bred, andleave materials 
for a panegyric not unworthy the pen of some 
future Pliny. 

From so noble a subject as the Earl of Dorset, 
to so mean a one as myself, is (1 confess) a very 
Pindaric transition; 1 shall only say one word, 
and trouble reader no further. 1 published 
my Poems formerly as Monsieur Jourd&in sold hie 
silk: he would not be thought a tradesman, hut 
ordered some pieoes to be measured out to his 
particular friends. Now J give up my shop, and 
dispose of all my poeticafj|oods at once; I must 
therefore desire that the imlilji .s'Wjjfe* please to 
take them in the gross, and that e^p|N>ody would 
turn over what he does not l$$p. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 


Mil. PtIIOR's Poems n ere published, in a hand- 
botm folio , in the i/ear 1 7 1 h, during his own lift . 
.*/ ter his death , whuh happened in Fept. 1721, 
hi.s Manuscripts , as net l of a public as private 
nature, were left, by our Author s will , to r.ord 
Harley and Mr. Adrian Drift , his executors , 
with orders to destroy such as might not be proper 
for future inspection. 

In 1733-4, Mr. Samuel Humphreys of Hamp- 
stead published the Posthumous Poems of our 
Author , (probably at the request of his executors ) 
together with the Life of the Poet. From 1734 
to these times various editions of Prior's Poems 
have been presented to (he public , without order or 
method in the arrangement . To obviate this im- 
propiety y *the different pieces are here classed and 
arranged under their proper heads ; an alteration 
which renders the work more complete, and qf 
greeter convenience to the reader than hereto - 
fvu r. 




PRIOR’S POEMS 


ON THE 

MARRIAGE OF GEORGE PRINCE OF 
DENMARK AND THE LADY ANNE* *. 

By Mr. Prior , 1683. 


Oonjunctum Vcncri Martcm, Danosque Britannia 
Dum canit altisonia docfa caferva modis, 

Affcro since rum culto pro carmine votum. 

Quod minus ingcnii, plus pielatis habet. 
Vivant Ambo diu, vivant feliciter, opto ; 

Dfligat hie Sponsam, diligat il}a Virum. 
Juncfos perpetua teneas, Hvmcnine, catend; 

Junctos, Juno, die protege ; nocte, Venus ! 
Exultcnt siipili felices prdle Parcntes, 

Ut petat hinc multos natio bina duces! 

Cumque senes pariter cupiant valedicere terris, 

Ni rpys augustum dividat atra jugum t 
Sicd qualis rapt tun transvexit currus Elijam, 
Transvebat ad superas talis utrumque domos ! 

A. Prior, Coll. Div . Joh. Jhimn. 


i the ' Hymen arus Cantabrigicnsis. CantabrigUe, iMt.* 
>y, notwithstanding the signature, is beyond a doubt 


* From t 

Tim copy, notwithstanding t F — , - „ 

the property of the facetious MATT. PRIOR. The distant 
imitation ot Martial's admirable lines on the HAPPY MAR. 
RJED PAIR— or rather the ALl.US>10N to that excellent little 
piece (tor it can hardly be called an IMITATION of it), shows 
the TATE of a MATFR. at the V EARS of a BOY, and la not 
unworthy the > AME or the FAME of PRIOR. Kynaaton. 
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AN ODE 

ON EXODUB iii. M. 1 AM THAT I AM*. 


I. 

IMais ! foolish man ! 

Scarce know’st thou how thyself began, 

Scarce hast thou thought enough to prove thou art ; 
1 et, steel’d with study’d boldness, thou dar’st try 
To send thy doubting Reason’s dazzled eye 
Thro’ the mysterious gulf of vast immensity: 
Much thou car.spi^jgdiscL'rn, much thence impart. 
Vain wretch! suppress thy knowing pride, 
"Mortify thy learned lust: 

Vain aie thy thoughts, while thou thyself art dust 

it. 

Let Wit her sails, her oars let Wisdom lend. 

The helm let politic Experience guide; * 

Yet cease to hope thy short-liv’d bark shall ride 
Down spreading Fate’s unnavigable tide. 

What tho’ still it further tend? 

Still ’tis further from its end, 

And in the bosom of that boundless sea 
Mill find* its error lengthen with its way. 

* Written In i&BB, as an exercise at St. John*-, cohere, Cam. 
bridge. 
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nr. 

With daring pride and insolent delight, tt 
Yourdoubts resolv’d you boast, your labours crown’d. 
And t 'EYPHK A I your God, forsooth, is found 
Incomprehensible and infinite : 

But is he therefore found ? Vain searcher! no: 

Let your imperfect definition show 

That nothing you, the weak, definer know* 

IV. 

Say, why should the collected main 
Itself within itself contain ? 

W hy to its caverns should it sometimes creep. 
And with delighted silence sleep 
On the lov’d bosom of its parent deep ? 

Why should its num’rous waters stay, 

In comely discipline and fair array, 

Till winds and tides exert their high command I 
Then, prompt and ready to obey, 

Why do the rising surges spread 
Their op’uing ranks o’er earth’s submissive head. 
Marching thro’ different paths to different lands? 
v. 

Why does the constant snn 

With measur’d steps his radiant jonrnies run ? 

Why does he order the diurnal hours 

To leave earth’s other part and rise in ours ? 

Why does he wake the correspondent moon, 

And fill her willing lamp with liquid light. 
Commanding her, with delegated pow’ra, 

To beautify the world and bless the night ? 
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Ifjfcy does each animated star 

Xcvre the just limits of its proper sphere ? 

Why loes each consenting sign, 

With prudent harmony combine 

In turns to move, and subsequent appear. 

To gird the globe and regulate the year ? 

VI. 

Man does with dangerous cnrioggty 
These unfathom’d wonders try ; 

With fancy’d rules and arbitrary laws 
Matter and motion he restrains. 

And study ’d lines and fictkms circles draws. 

Then with imagin’d sovereignty. 

Lord of bis new hypothesis he reigns. 

He reigns ! How long ? till some usurper rise ! 
And he, too, mighty thoughtful, mighty wise, 
Studies new lines, and other circles feigns. 

From this last toU again, what knowledge flows ? 

Just as much, perhaps, as shows 

That all his predecessors’ rules 

Were empty cant, all jargon of the schools ; 

That he on th’ others* ruin rears his throne, 

And shows his friend’s mistake, and thenoe con- 
firms his own. 

th. 

On earthy in air, amidst the seas and skim. 
Mountainous heaps of wonders rise. 

Whose tow’ring strength will ne’er submit 
To Reason’s batt’ries, or the mines of Wit : 

Yet still inquiring, still mistaking man. 
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Each hour repuls’d, each hour dares onward jtreft. 
And, levelling at God his wand’ring guess, 

(That feeble engine of his reasoning war, 

Which guides his doubts and combats his despair) 
Laws to his Maker the leara’d wretch can give, 
Can bound that nature and prescribe that will 
Y\ hose pregnant Word did either ocean fill, 

Can tell us whence all beings are, and how they 
move and live. 

Thro’ either ocean, foolish man ! 

That pregnant Word, sent forth again, 

Might to a world extend each atom there. 

For eveiy drop call forth a sea, a heaven for ev’ry 
star. 

VIII. 

Let cunning earth her fruitful wonders hide. 

And only lift thy staggering reason up 
To trembling Calvary’s astonish’d top $ 

Then mock thy knowledge and confound thy pride, 
Explaining how Perfection suffer'd pain. 

Almighty languish’d, and Eternal dy’d ; 

How by her patient victor Death was slain. 

And earth profan’d, yet bless’d with Deiridr. 
Then down witlCall thy boasted volumes, down i 
Only reserve the sacred one t 
Low, reverently low. 

Make thy stubborn knowledge bow ; 

Weep ont thy reason’s and thy body's eyes j 
Deject thyself, that then mayst rise : 

To look to heav’n, he bHnd to aft betow. 
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fhe&Faith for Reason's glimm’ring light shall give 
Her immortal perspective, 

And Grace's presence Nature’s loss retrieve s 
Then thy enliven’d soul shall see 
That all the volumes of philosophy. 

With all their comments neve^ could Invent 
So politic an instrument 

To reach the heav’n of heav’ns, the high abode 
Where Moses places his m^Bterious God, 

As was that ladder which old Jacob rear'd. 

When light dh me had human darkness clear’d. 
And his enlarg'd ideas found the road 
Which faith had dictated, and Angels trod. 


AN ODE. 


While blooming youth and gay delight 
Sit on thy rosy checks confest. 

Thou hast, my dear, undoubted right 
To triumph o’er this destin’d breast. 
My reason bends to what thy eyes ordain. 
For 1 was born to love and thou to reign. 
ii. 

But would you meanly thus rely 
On pow’r, you know 1 must obey 1 
Exert a legal tyranny. 

And do an ill because yon may ? 



ODES. 


fci 


Still must I thee, as Atheists Heav’n adore, 

Nor see thy mercy, and yet dread thy pow’r * 
in. 

Take heed, my dear, youth flies apace ; 

As well as Cupid Time is blind ; 

Soon must those glories of thy face 
The fate of vulgar beauty find : 

The thousand loves that arm thy potent eye 

Must drop their quivers, flag their wings, and die. 

iv. 

Then wilt thou sigh, when in each frown 
A hateful wrinkle more appears, 

And putting peevish humours on. 

Seems but the sad effect of years. 

Kindness itself too weak a charm will prove 

To raise the feeble fires of aged love. 

v. 

Forc'd compliments and formal bows 
Will show thee just above neglect ; 

The heat with which tb$ lover glows 
Will settle into cold respect. 

A talking, dull Platonic, 1 shall turn : 

Learn to be civil w£en 1 cease to burn. 

vi. 

Then shim the ill, and I^now, my dear. 

Kindness and constancy will prove 

The only pillars fit to bear 

So vast a weight as that of lore. 

If thou canst #ish to make my flames endure. 

Thine must be very fierce and vefy pure. 

« 
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m. 

Haste, Celia, haste, while youth invites, 

Obey kind Cupid’s present voice ; 

Fill ev’ry sense with soft delights, 

And give thy soul a loose to joys : 

Let millions of repeated biases prove 
That thou all kindness ait apd f all love, 
vm. 

Be mine, and only mine ; take care 
if Thy looks, thy thoughts, thy dreams, to guide 
To me alone nor come so far 
As liking any youth beside : 

What men e’er court thee fly ’em, and believe 
They’re serpents all, and thon the tempted Eve* 
xx. 

Fo shall I court thy dearest truth, 

When beauty ceases to engage s 
So thinking on thy charming youth, 

I’ll love it o’er again in age : 

So time Itscif our raptures shall improve, 

W hile still we wake to joy and live to love. 


AN ODE. 


W hile from our looks, fair Nymph, jou gue«s 
The secret passions of our mind. 

My heavy eyes, you say, confess 
A heart to love and grief inclin’d. 
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IX. 

There needs, alas ! bat little art 
To have this fatal secret found; 

With the same ease you threw the dart, 
’Tin certain you may show the wound, 
in. 

How can 1 see you and not Ipve, 

While you as op’ning east are fair ? 

While cold as northern blasts you prove. 
How can I love and not despair ? 

IV. 

The wretch in double fetters bound 
Your potent mercy may release : 

Soon, if my love but once were crown’d. 
Fair Prophetess, my grief would cease. 


AN ODE TO A LADY, 

She refusing to continue a dispute with pie, end 
leaving me in the argument. 

, i. 

Spare, geu’rous Victor, spare the slave 
Who did unequal war pursue. 

That more than triumph he might have 
In being overcome by you. 

u. 

In the dispute, whate’er J said. 

My heart washy my tongue holy’d, 
e 2 
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And in my looks you might, have read 
How much I argu'd on your side. 

in. 

You, far from danger as from fear. 

Might have sustain’d an open fight : 

For seldom your opinions err ; 

Your eyes are always in^ie^ight. 

if. 

Why, fair One, would you not rely 

♦ On Reason’s force with Beauty’s join’d ? 

Could I their prevalence deny 

1 must at once be deaf and blind. 

v. 

Alas ! not hoping to subdne, 

I only to the fight aspir’d : 

To keep the beauteous foe in view 
Was all the glory I desir’d. 

VI. 

But she, howe’er of vict’iy sure. 

Contemns the wreath too long delay’d. 

And, arm’d with more immediate pow’r. 
Calls cruel silence to her aid. 

VII. 

Deeper to wound, she shuns the fight. 

She drops her arms to gain the field. 

Secures her conquest by her flight, 

* And triumphs when she seems to yield, 
vm. 

So, when the Parthian turn’d his steed. 
And from the hostile camp withdrew. 
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With cruel skill the backward reed 
lie sent, and as he fled he slew. 


AN ODE 

PRESENTED TO THE KING, 

On his Majesty's arrival in Holland , after the 
Queen's death, 1605. 


'^uis desideno sit pudor aut modus 
Tam carl capitis l precipe lugubres 
Cantus Melpomene. 


At Mary’s tomb (sad sacred place !) 

The Virtues shall their vigils keep, 

And ev’ry Muse and every Grace 
In solemn state shall eter weep. 

ii. 

The future pious mournful fair, 

Oft as the rolling years return, 

With fragrant wreaths and flowing hair 
Shall visit her distinguish’d urn. 

in. 

For her the wise and great shall mourn, 
When late records her deeds repeats 
Ages to come and men unborn 

Shall blew her name aad sigh her Jhtc* 
s 9 
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IV. 

Tai$ Albion shall, with faithful trust, 

Her holy Queen's Bad relics guard, 
m Heav’n awakes the precious dust, 

* And gives the saint her full reward. 

v. 

But let the King dismiss his woes, 

Reflecting on his fairxeftrwg. 

And take th£ express from his brows. 

To put his wonted laurels on. 

VI. 

If press’d by grief our Monarch stoops. 

In vain the British Lions roar : 

If he whose hand sustain’d them droops. 

The Belgic darts will wound no more. 

VII. 

Embattled princes wait the chief 

Whose voice should rule, whose arm should lead. 
And in kind murmurs chide that grief 
Which hinders Europe being freed. 

VIII. 

The great example they demand 
Who still to conquest led the way. 

Wishing him present to command, 

, As they stand ready to obey. 

IX. 

Xhcy seek that joy which us’d to glow 
Expanded on the hero's face, 4 
When the thick squadrons press'd the foe, 

And William led the glorious chace. 
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To give the mourning nations joy, 

Restore them thy auspicious light. 

Great Sun ! with radiant beams destroy 

Those clouds which keep thee frond our sight. 

XI. 

Let thy sublime meridian course 
For Mary's setting rays atone { 

Our lustre, with redoubled force, 

Must now proceed from thee alone. 

XII. 

See pious King ! with difTrent strife 
Thy struggling Albion’s bosom torn $ 

So much she fears for William’s life 
That Mary’s fate she dare not mourn. 

XIII. 

Her beauty, in thy softer half 

Bury’d and lost, she ought to grieve ) 

But let her strength in thee be safe f 
And let her weep, but let her live. 

xrv. 

Thou, guardian Angel 1 save the land 
From thy own grief, her fiercest foe. 

Lest Britain, rescu’d by thy hand, , 

Should bend and sink beneath thy woe. 

xv. 

Her former triumphs all are vaia, 

Unless new trophies still be sought. 

And hoary Majesty sustain 

The battles which thy youth has fought. 
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XVI, 

Where now is all that fearful love 

Which made her hate the war's alarms i 

Tlpt soft excess with which Bhe strove 
To keep fyer hero in her arms ? 

XVII. 

While still she chid the coming spring, 

Which call’d him o’er his subject seas, 

While foi the safety of theming, 

She wish’d the victor’s glory less, 
xvin. 

’Tis chang’d ; ’tis gojje : sad Britain how 
Hastens her lord to foreign wars : 

Happy if toils may break his woe. 

Or dangers may divert his cares. 

xix. 

In martial din she drowns her sighs. 

Lest he tht fifing grief should hear ; 

She pulls her helmet o’er her eyes. 

Lest he should see the falling tear. 

xx. 

Go, mighty Prince ! let France be taught 
flow constant minds by grief are tty’d. 

How great the land that wept and fought, 
When Willihm led and Mary dy’d ! 

xxi. 

Fierce in* the battle make UJcnown, 

Where Death with all hi§ 4*rt» is stem 

That he can touch thy heart with none 

But that which struck the beauteous Queen. 
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XXII. 

Bclgia indulg'd her open grief, 

While yet her master was not ncar 3 
With sullen pride refus’d relief, 

And sat obdurate in despair. 

XXIII. 

As waters from her sluices, flow'd 
Unbounded sorrow from her eyes $ 

To earth her bended front she Bow’d, 

And sent her wailings fco the skies, 
xxrv. 

But when her anxious lord return'd. 

Rais’d is her head, her eyes are dry'd j 
She smiles, as William ne'er had monrn’d ; 
She looks, as Mary ne’er had dy’d. 

XXT. 

That freedom which all sorrows dj|m» 

She does for thy content resign s 
Her piety itself would blame, 

If her regrets should waken thine, 
xxn. 

To cure thy wpe she shews thy fame. 

Lest the great mourner should forget, 
That ail the race whence Orange came 
Made Virtue triumph over Fate. 

XXVII. 

William his country’s cause could fight, * 
And with his blood her freedom seal 
Maurice and Hairy guard that right 
For which their pious parents foil. 
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XXVIII. 

How heroes rise, how patriots'set, * 

Thy father's bloom and death may*, tell : 

Excelling others, these were great $ 

Thou, greater still, must these excel. 

XXIX. 

The last fair instance thou jpgst g£ve, 

Whence Nassau's virtue caUjbe try’d. 

And show the world that tJPhu caust live 
intrepid as thy consort dy’d. 

Thy virtue, whose rt;sl|fleis force 
No dire event could ever stay. 

Must carry on its destin'd course, 

Tho’ Death and Envy stop the way. 

Xxxi. 

For Britain's safe, for Belgia’s, live $ 

Pierc’d by t||eir grief, forget thy own » 

New toils endure, new conquest give. 

And bring Jfeem ease, the 7 #*©u hast none, 
xxx n. 

Vanquish again, Jbo' she bqj^pne, 

(Whose garland crown’d rioter’s hair » , 

And reign, tho’ she has 1 e#0» throne. 

Who made thy ghwy&Orih thy care- 
X^glB. 

Fair BHhh never yet before 

Breath’d to her king an nselgse ppu*r i 

Fond Belgia never did implore 

While William tow'd averse bts ear- 
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XXXIV. 

But should the weeping hero now 
Releatfcsrto their wishes prove, 
Should he recall, with pleasing woe, ^ 
The object of his grief and love j 

XXXV. 

Her face with thousand beatfflfety blest. 
Her mind with thousand Vtrfl&es stored, 
Her pow’r with boundnlu jo j ephfest 
Her person only not 

Yet ought his sorrow to be check’d. 

Yet ought his passions to abate. 

If the great mourner wotifld reflect ' 

Her glory in her death complete. 

xxxvii. 4 
She was instructed to command, * 
Great King 1 by long Obeying race ; 
Her sceptre, guided by thy hand, w 
Preserv’d the isles and tafd the sea. 
xxXviii. 

But, oh 1 ’twas little, that her lidl * 
O’er earth and water bears thy fame i 
In death ’twas worthy William’s wift 
Amidst the etd& to fix hht name. 

XXXIX. 

Beyond where matter moves, ot gfrpi 
Receive R» torn s, thy Virtues itfiif 
From Mary’s gtory angel# *ttce 
The beaaty orWpartM*VsO«l. 
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XT<. 

Wine Fate, which does its hlkv’n deem 
To heroes when they yield their Ifceath, 
Hastens thy triumph ; half of thee 
Is deify*ti before thy death. 


XLI. 

Alone to thy renown ’tis giv’n,^ 
Unbounded thro’ all wmrM|k*tq go ; 
While she, great saint, rcjpftces heav’n. 
And thou sustaiu’st ^ orb below. 



AN ODE. 


t. 

The merchant, to secure his treasure. 
Conveys it In a borrow'd name ; 
Euphelia serves to grace my measure. 
But Chloe Ts my real flame. 


My softest vein, my darling lyre, 

. Tpoa Euphelia' s 
When Chloe noted 
That I should sing, 

SP* 0U “f r - 

My lyA I'ifatfSfak* I fate. 

But with moben mix my sighs. 
And whilst' I ting Euphelia’s praise, 

I fix my seal on Chloe* s eye*. 


Wgjlk 

** 9^1 


TO n. HOWARD* 

IV. 

Fair Chloe blush’d | Euphelia frown’d : 

I sung attd gaz’d ; 1 play’d and trembled : 
And Venus to- the Loves around 

Remark’d how ill we all dissembled. 


AN ODE 

TO MR. HOWARD. 


Dear Howard ! from the soft assaults of love 
Poets and painters never are secure ; 

Can I, untouch’d, the fair one's passiohs move, 

Or thou draw beauty and not feel its pow’r ? 

if. 

To great Apelles when >oung Ammon bi ought 
The darling idol of his captive heart, 

And the pleas’d nymph, with kindfettention, sat 
To have her charms recorded by bis art ; 
m. 

The mn’rOus master own’d her potent eyes, * 
Sigh'd when he look'd, «nd trembled as he dijew; 
Inch flowing line confirm’d his first surprise. 

And Mihe piece advanc’d the passion grew. 

W IVm v 

While Philip’s ami, while Venus’ son, was near. 
What different tortures does his bosom feel 1 
Great was the rival, and the God severe ; g 
Nor oould be hide his flame, nor durst Swe a fc 
fim. vol/i. a 
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V. 

the prince, renown 1 d in bottnty as in anu, 

With pity saw the ill-conceal’d dhtreu, 
Quitted his title to Campaspe’s charms, 

Jfnd gave the fair one to the friend’s embrace. 

* VI. 

Thus the more beauteous Chloe sat to thee. 

Good Howard ! em’lous the Grecian art*; 
But happy thou, from Cupid's arrow free. 

And flames that pierc'd thy predecessoi s heart. 

VII. 

Had thy poor breast receiv'd an equal pain. 

Had 1 been vested with the monarch's pow'r. 
Thou must have sigh’d, unlucky youth, in vain. 
Nor from my bounty hadst thou found a core. 

VIII. 

Tho’, to convince thee that the friend did feel 
A kind Concern for thy ill-fated care, 

I would have jpoth’d the flame I could not heal, 
Giv’n thee the world, tho’ I withheld the fair. 



AN ODE, 

Inscribed to the Memory of 
THE HON. COLONEL GEORGE VILLIERS, 
Drowned in the River Piava, in the Country of Prtuli, 1703. 
In Imitation of Horace , Lib. I Ode 28 . 


Te marls & terra numeroque carentis aienc 
Mensorem tohibent, Archyta, See. 


Sat, dearest Villiers, poor departed friend, 
(Since fleeting life thus suddenly must end) 

Say, what did all thy busy hopes avail. 

That anxious thou from pole to pole didst sail, 
Ere on thy chin the springing beard began 
To spread $ doubtful down, and promise man ? 
What profited thy thoughts, and toils, and cares. 
In vigour more confirm’d, and riper years. 

To walifc, ere morning-dawu, to loud alarms, 

Aud march, till close of night, in heavy arms 3 
To scorn the summer’s suns and winter's snows. 
And search thro’ ev’ry clime thy country's foes ? 
That thou might’st Fortune to tby side mg age, ) 
That gentle Peace might quell Bellona's rage, > 
AndAnna’s bounty crown her soldier’s hoarj age? J 
In vain pa think that free-will’d man has pow'r 
To hasten pr protract ih’ appointed hour 1 
■ 2 
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Our term of life depends noton onr deed! 

Before our birth our fiin’ral was decreed. 

Nor aw’d by foresight nor misled by chance, 
Imperious Death directs his ebon lance, f 

Peoples great Henry’s tombs, and leads up Hoi- f 
ben’s dance. j 

Alike must ev’ry state and e^ry age 
Sustain the universal tyrant’s rage, 

For neither Vn iHiam’s pow’r nor Mary’s charms 
Could or repel or pacify his arms. 

Young Churchill fell as life began to bloom r 
And Bradford’s trembling age expects the tomb. 
Wisdom and Eloquence in vain would plead 
One moment’s respite for the learned head ; 
v Judges of writings and of men have dy'd, 
Maecenas, SackviUe, Socrates, and Hyde { 

And in their various turns the sons must tread 
Those gloomy journeys which their sires have led. 

The anoient sage, who did so long maintain 
That bodies die, but souls return again. 

With all the births and deaths he had in store. 
Went out Pythagoras, and came no more. 

And modern As— 1, whose capricious thought 
Is yet with stores ofi wilder notions fraught. 

Too soon convinc'd, shall yield tttst fleeting breath. 
Which pUyd so idly with the darts of Death* 
Some from the stranded vessel force their way i 
Fearful of fate, they meet it ia the sea % 

Some, who eseape the fury of the wave. 

Sicken on earth, and sink into a grave i 
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In journey a, or at home, in war or peace. 

By hardships many, many fall by ease. 

Each changing season does its poison bring, 
Rheums chill the winter, agues blast the spring. 
Wet, dry, cold, hot, at the appointed hour. 

All act subservient to the tyrant's pow’r ; 

And when obedient Nature knows his will, 

A fly, a grape-stone, or a hair, can kill. 

For restless Proserpine for ever treads. 

In paths unseen, o'er our devoted heads. 

And on the spacious lund and liquid main 
Spreads slow disease, or darts afflictive pain : > 

Variety of deaths conllrms her endless reign. J 

On curs’d Piava’s banks the Goddess stood, 
ShQw’d her dire warrant to the rising flood, 

When what 1 long must love, and long must mount. 
With fatal speed was urging his return, 

In his dear country to disperse his care, 

And arm himself, by rest, for future war. 

To chide his anxious friends’ officious fears, 

And promise to their joys his elder years. 

Oh ! destin’d head { and, oh 1 severe decree. 
Nor native country thon nor friend shalt see i 
Nor war hast thou to wage, nor year to come. 
Impending death*is thine, and instant Apom. 

Hark 1 rite imperious Goddess is toKy’d t 
Winds murmur, snows descend, and waters spread. 
Oh ! Kinsman, Friend— Ob ! vain are all the cries 
Of human voice, strong Destiny replies** 



i ob earth, for he shall sleep below \ 
^lienee Done return, and thither all mast go. 

Whoe’er thou art, whom choice or bus’nets leads 
To this sad river, or the neighboring meads, 

If thou mayst happen on the dreary shores 
To find the object which this verse deplores, 
fijeanse thq pale corpse witlw* foligious hand. 
From the polluting weed and common sand ; 

Lay the dead hero graceful in a grave. 

(The only honour he can now receive) 

And fragrant mould upon his body throw. 

And plant the warrior lanrel o’er his brow } ' 

Lightlie the earth, and flourish green the bough! 

fd may just Heav’n secure thy future life 
From foreign dangers and domestic strife ; 

And when th' infernal Judge’s dismal pow’r. 

From the dark urn shall throw thy destin’d hour; 
When, yielding to the sentence, breathless thou. 
And pale, shalt lie, as what thou buries t now. 
May some kind friend the piteous object see, 

And equal rites perform to that which once was thee 1 



AN ODE, 


Humbly inscribed to the P ueen, on the Glorious 
Success of Her Mqjesty's Arms , 1706. 

Written In Imitation of Spen«er*a atyle. 

- r 

PREFACE. 

w„ ra I first thought of writing upon this occa- 
sion, 1 found the ideas so great and so numerous, 
that 1 judged them mors proper for the warmth 
of an ode, than for any Other sort of poetry i I 
therefore set Horace before me for a pattern, and 
particularly bis famous ode, the fourth of the 
fourth Book, 

Qjuaitm mini* trust fulmin'u alt tern t ff. 

which he wrote in praise of Drusus after his ex- 
pedition into Germany, and of Augustus upon hts 
happy choice of that general. And in the fol- 
lowing poem, though I have endeavoured to imi-^ 
tate all the great strokes of that ode, 1 have taken 
the liberty to go off from it, and to add vast* 
only, as the subject and my owp imagination 
carried me. As to the style, v theehoic* Im ade 
of following the ode in Latin, detenMi pe In 
English to the stanza s and herein It 
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sl&ie not to have a mind to^follow our great ooun- 
|r;inan 5pener, which I have done (as well at 
least as l could) in the manner of my expression 
and the turn of my number, having only added 
one verse to his stanza, which, 1 thought, made 
the number more harmonious, and avoided such 
jpf his jrords as 1 found ^oo obsolete : 1 have, 
however, retained some few of them, to make the 
colouring look more like Spenser’s. Behest, 
command ; band, army ? prowess, strength ; I 
weet, 1 know ; 1 ween, I think $ whilom, hereto- 
fore i and two or three more of that kind, which 
I hope the ladies will pardon me, and not judge 
my muse lesB handsome, though for once she ap- 
ftears in a farthingale. 1 have also, in Spenser’s 
maimer, used Caesar for the Emperor ; Boya for 
Bavaria ; Bavar for that prince ; Ister for Da- 
nube { Iberia for Spain, &c. 

That noble part of the ode which I just now* 
mentioned, 

Gent fum Cremate fertis at Hie 

y aetata Tujcu equeriiusy tS'c. 

'where Horace praises the Romans as being de- 
scended from ./Eneas, I have turned to the ho- 
nour of the British nation, descended from Brute, 
likewise a Trojan. That this Brute, fourth or 
fifth ftatp Anns, settled in England, and built 
l ouden, which he called Troja Nova, or Troy- 
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novante, it a story which (I think) owes its ori- 
ginal, if not to Geoff ry of Monmonth, at least to 
the Monkish writers ; yet is not rejected by our 
great Camden, and is told by MUto4| as if (at 
least) he was pleased with it, though possibly he 
does not believe it ; however, it carries a poetical 
authority, which is sufficient for our purpose. It 
is as certain that Brute came into England, afc 
that Ataeas went into Italy ; 'and upon the sup- 
position of these facts, Virgil wrote the best 
poem that the world ever read, and Spenser paid 
Queen Elizabeth the greatest compliment. 

I need not obviate one piece of criticism, that 
1 bring my hero ' 

•* From burning Troy, and Xanthus red with 
blood:" 

whereat he was not born when that city wawde- 
stroyed. Virgil, in the case of his own ASneas, 
relating to Dido, will stand as a sufficient proof 
that a m an, in his poetical capacity, is not ac- 
countable for a little fault in chronology. 

My two great examples, Horace and Spenser, 
in many things resemble each other s both have 
a height of imagination and a majesty of expres- 
sion in describing the sublime, and both know to 
temper those talents, and sweeten the description, 
•o as to make it lovely as well as pompon# : both 
have efunlly that agreeable manner hf mixing 
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morality with their story, and that mrwta feUciimt 
fa the choice of their diction, "which every writer 
Ads at, and so very few have reached : both are 
psrtteuLady^hne fa their images, and knowifaf in 
their numbers. Leaving, therefore, onr two mas- 
ters to the consideration and study of those who 
design to excel in poetry, I only hag leave to add, 
that it is long since 1 have (oJUit least ought to 
have) quitted Parnassus, and all the flowery roads 
on that side the country, though 1 thought myself 
indispensably obliged, upon the present occasion, 
to take a little journey into those parts. 






•4 


ni. 

JBnC, greatest Anna ! while Thy arms pmyue 
w .Paths of renown, and climb ascents of fame 
Which nor Augustus nor Eliza knew. 

What poet shall be found to sing thy name t 
What numbers shall record, what tongue shall 

Thy wars on land, thy ffhimphff on the main ? 
O fairest model of imperial sway ! 

What equal pen shall write thy woncProus reign? 
Who shtfll attempts and feats of arms rehearse. 
Not yet by story told nor parallelM by verse * 

IT* 

Me all too mean for such a task I weet $ 

Yet if the sov’reign Lady deigns to smile, 
l'H follow Horace with impetuous beat. 

And clothe the verse imSpenser’s native style : 
By these examples rightly taught to sing. 

And smit with pleasure of my country’s praise, 
Stretching the plumes of an uncommon wing. 
High as Olympus^ my flight will raise. 

And latest times shall in my numbers read 
Anna's immortal fame and Marlbr&'s hardy deed, 
y. 

As the strong Eagle in the silent wood, 

Mindless of warlike rage and hostile care, 

• Plays round the rocky cliff or crystal flood. 

Till by Jove’s high behests call’d out to war. 
And charg'd with tfaander of hit angry king, 

■ H« b esom with the vengeful message (knrq 
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Upward the ooble bird directs bis wing:. 

And tow’ring round his masters earth-born 
Swift he collects bis fatal stock of ire. 

Lifts his fierce talon high, and darts the forked fire. 

vi.' * 

Sedate and calm thus victor Marlbrd sat, 

Shaded with laurels, in his native land. 

Till Anna calls him from his soft retreat. 

And gives her second thunder to his brad : 
Then leaving sweet repose and gentle ease. 

With ardent speed he seeks the distant foe, 
Handling o'er hills and dales, o'er rocks and seas. 
He meditates and strikes the wond’rous blow. 
Our thought flies slower than our General’s fame ; 
Grasps he the bolt ? (we ask) when be has hurl'd 
the flame. 

vix. 

When fierce Bavar od Judoign’s spacious pish 
Did from afar the British chief behold, * 
Betwixt despair, and rage, and hope, and pain. 
Something within his warring bosom roll’d: 

He views that fav’rite of indulgent Fame, 

Whom whilom he had met on liter’s shore* 
Too well, alas 1 the man he knows the same 
Whose prowess there repeft'd the Boyan pow’rfc 
And sent them trembling thro* the frighted lands. 
Swift as the whirlwind drives Arabia’s sqrttefdsanit. 
vxxx. 

His former losses he fo rg e ts to grieve % 

Absolves Us foie. If wife* kMer ttp 



I shine, and only give him leave 
i the account offilenheim’s day. 
i in the lonely glade, 
s still smarting with the hunter’s spear, 
r wounded, no way yet dismay’d, 

| terrible, and meditates new war, 
la Isuffen fury traverses the plaiq» 

To fiSid the vent’rous foe, and-b^ttle him again. 

>> IX * 

Misguided prince, no longer urge thy fate. 

Nor tempt the hero to unequal war; 

Fam'd in misfortune, and in ruin great. 

Confess the force of Marlbro's stronger star. 
Those laurel groves (the merits of thy youth) 
Which thou from Mahomet didst greatly gain. 
While bold assertor of resistless truth 

Thy sword did godlike Liberty maintain. 

Must from tby brow their falling honours shed. 
And their transplanted wreaths must deck a wor- 
thier head. 

x. 

Yet cease the ways of Providence to blame. 

And human faults with human grief confess; 
’Tis thou art chang’d, while Heav’n is still the 
same; ** 

From thy ill councils date thy* ill success: 
Impartial Justice holds her equal scales, 
f Till stronger Virtue does the weight incline; 
If over thee thy glorious foe prevails. 
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Righteous the war, the champion shall subdue. 
For Jove’s great handmaid, Pow’r, must Jove’s do- 
xi. [crees pursue* 

Hark ! the dire trumpets sound their shrill alarms ! 
Au\ erquerque, branch’d from the renoWn’d 
Nassaus, 

Hoary in war, and bent beneath his arms. 

His glorious sword with dauntless courage drawB. 
When anxious Britain mourn’d her parting lord. 
And all of William that was mortal dy’d. 

The faithfnl hero had receiv’d .this sword 

From his expiring master’s much-lovM side: 
Oft from its fatal ire has Louis flown. 

Where’er great William led, or hfaese and Sant- 
xii* [bre run. 

But brandish’d high, in an 31-omen’d hour 

To thee, proud Gaul, behold thy justest fear. 
The master-sword, disposer of thy pow’r: 

*Tis that which Caesar gave the British peer. 
He took the gift: Nor e*er will 1 sheath 
Tins steel (so Anna’s high behests ordain) 

The General said, unless by glorious death 

Absolv’d till conquest has confirm’d your reign. 
Returns like these our mistress bids us make, 

R hen from a foreign prince a gift her Britons take. 

XIII. 

And now fierce Gallia rashes on her foes. 

Her force augmented by the Boyaa bands t 
?o Volga’s street# increas’d by mountain snow, 
Bolls with new fory down thro’ Rumbus lands. 
«2 



i great rocks against tbe raging tide 
Virtue’s force with Pfature’s we compare) 
Unmov'd the two united chiefs abide, 

Sustain the impulse, and receive the wart 
Round their" firm sides in vain the tempest beats, 
And still the foaming wave with lessen'd pow'r 
retreats. 

xi^-* 

The rage dispers'd, the glorious pair advance. 
With mingled anger and collected nugnt, 

To turn the war, and tell aggressing t ranee 
How Britain's sons and Britain's friends can fight. 
On conquest fix'd, and covetous of fame. 

Behold them rushing through the Gallic host*. 
Thro' standing corn so runs the sudden flame, 

Ot eastern winds along Sicilia’s coast. 

They deal their terrors to the adverse nation : 
Pale Death attends their arms, and ghastly De- 
solation. 

xv. 

But while with fiercest ire Bellona glows. 

And Europe rather hopes than fears her fate. 
While Britain presses her afflicted foes. 

What horror damps the strong and quells tbe 
great? * 

Whence looks the soldiers' cheeks dismay'd and 
pale? 

Erst ever dreadful, know they now to dread? 
The hostile troops, I ween alpost prevail, 

Axt^ the |orsuers only not reoede. 
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Alas 1 their leweti’d rage proclaims their grief! 
For anxious, lo ! they crowd around their felling 
xvi. (chief. 

I thank thee. Fete, exclaims the fierce Barer j 
Let Boya’s trumpet grateful Id's sound; 

1 saw him fall; their thunderbolt of war:— 

Ever Vengeance sacred be the ground.— 
Vain wish ! short joy ! the hero mounts again 
In greater glory and with fullecllight; 

The ev’ning star so falls into the main. 

To rise at- morn more prevalently bright. 

He rises safe, but near, too near his side, 

A good man’s grievous loss, a faithful servant dy’d. 

XVII. 

Propitious Mars ! the battle is regain’d ; 

The foe with lessen'd wrath disputes the field : 
The Briton fights, by fav’ring Gods sustain'd ; 

Freedom must live, and lawless pow'r tttnt yield . 
Vain now the tales which fabling poets tell. 

That wav'ring Conquest still desires to novel 
In Marlbrfi’s camp fee Goddess knows to dwell ; 

Long as the hero's life remains her love. 

Again France flies, again the duke pursues. 

And on ffcpmilla’s plains be Blenheim’s fame renews. 

XVIII. 

Great thanks, O Captain great in arms l receive 
From thy triumphant country's public voice* 
Thy country greater Blanks can only give 

To Anne, to*W who made J bote arartttr 
eboice. 
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Recording Scbelleaberg’s andLBlenheim’s tolls. 
We dreaded lest thou shouldst those toils repeat t 
Wt view’d the palace charg’d with Gallic spoils, 
Aad in l|pse spoils we thought thy praise 
complete: 

For never Greek we deem’d nor fegjnan knight, 
In characters like these did c^r m acts indite. 

XIX. 

Yet, mindless still of ease, thy virtue flies 
A pitch to old and modern times unknown: 
Those goodly deeds, which we' so highly prize, 
Imperfect seem, great Chief, to thee alone. 
Those heights, where William’s virtue might 
have staid, 

And on the subject world look'd safely down. 
By Marlbro pass’d, the props and steps were 
made 

Sublime* yet to raise his Queen’s renown: 

Still gashing more, still slighting what he gain'd, 
X opght dope the hero deem’d, while ought un- 
done remain’d. + 
xx. 

When swift-wing’d Rumour told the mighty Gaul 
How lessen'd from the field Bavar ms fled. 
He wept the swiftness of the chsmpiotfk fell. 

And thus the royal treaty-breaker said: 

And dives he yet, the great, the lost Bavar, 
Ruin to Gallia in the name of friend f 
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Remains there, of the ftft,Y thousand lost. 

To save our threaten’d realm or guard our shat- 
. xxi. [ter’d coasts 

To the dose rock the frighted rau| flies, 

Soon as the rising eagle cuts the air; 

The shaggy wolf unseen and trembling lies, 

When the noarbe roar proclaims the lion near, 
111 starr’d did we our forts and lines forsoire, 

.To dare our jiritish foes to open fight ; 

Our conquest we by stratagem should make ; 

Our triumph had been founded in our flight. 
’Tii ours by craft and Ly surprise to gain ; 

*Tis theirs to meet in arms and battle in the plain, 

XXII. 

The ancient father of this hostile brood, 

Their boasted Brute,' undpunted snatch'd bis 
Gods 

From burning Troy, and Xanthus, red with blood. 
And fix’d on silver Thames his dire abodes % 
And this be Trynovante, he said, the sefit 

By Ileav’n ordaii^d, my sons, your lasting place { 
Superior here to alt the bolts of fate. 

Live mindful, of the author of your r»oe» 

Whom neither Greece, nor war, nor want,nor flams. 
Nor gri&t Pelidcs’ arm, nor Juno’a rage* could 
xxui. (tamn. 

Their Tudors hence, and Stuarts ofkpriag flow ; 

Hence jSdifwd, dreadful with Ids sable shield*, 
Talbot, to Gfdlk’s pow’r eternal foe, 

And Seymour, fefii’d in cbunc^«r SMt* 1 
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Hence Nevil, great to Bettle*r dethrone. 

And Drake, and Ca’ndish, terrors of the sea ; 
’Hence Butler’s sons, o’er land and ocean known, 
Herbert'qpnd Churchill's warring progeny; 
Hence the long roll which Gallia should conceal. 
For, oh 1 who vanquish’d, loves victor’s fame 
^ xxiv. ft.. [to tell? 

Env^d Britannia, sturdy as the Oak 

Which on her mountain-top she proudly bears. 
Eludes the axe, and sprouts against the Btroke, 
Strong from her wounds, and greater by her 
wan. 

And as those teeth which Cadmus sow’d in earth 
Produc’d new youth, and furnish’d fresh supplies, 
SojWith young vigour and succeeding birth 
faer losses more than recompens’d arise. 

And ev’ry age she with a race is crown’d. 

For letters more polite, in battles more renown’d, 
xxv. 

Obstinate pow’r, whom nothing can repel. 

Not the fierce Saxon nor Ipe cruel Dane, 

Nor deep impression of the Norman steel. 

Nor Europe’s force amass’d by envious Spaing 
Nor France, on universal sway intent, , 

Oft breaking leagues, and oft renewing wars, 
Nor (frequent bane of weaken’d government) 
Their own intestine femft and mutual jars; 
Those fends and jars in which I crusted more 
Tlfeh in. my troops, and fleets, Sbd all the Galtlo 
po 
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XXVI. 

To fruitful Rheims or fair Lutetia’i gate 
What tidings shall the messenger convey 
Shall the loud herald our success relate. 

Or mitred priest appoint the solefe day ^ 

Alas ! my praises they no more must sing} 

They to my statue now must bow no more : 
Broken, repuls’d is their immortal king : tfk 
Fall'll, fall’ll for ever is the Gallic pow’r— 

The Woman-chief is master of the war » 

Earth she has freed by arms, and vanquish'd 
Heav’n by pray’r. 

XXVII. 

While thus the ruin'd foe's despair commends 
Thy council and thy deed, victorious Queen, , 
What shall thy subjects say, and what thy friend* ! 

How shall thy triumphs in our joy be seen? 

Oh ! deign to let the eldest of the hiipe 
Recite Britannia great and Gallia free ; 

Oh 1 with her sister Sculpture let her join 

To raise, great Anne, the monument to thee | 
To thee, of all our good the sacred spring* 

To thee, our dearest dread; to thee, our softer 
xxviii, [King. 

Xet Europe, sav’d, the column high erect. 

Than Trajan’s higher or than Antonine's, 
Where tembling art may carve the ftir effect. 

And full achiovment of thy great designs. 

In a calm beav’n and a serener air 

bubiimc the Queen shall nn the ruapfc dpi 



From danger far, as far remov'd from fear. 

And pointing down to earth her dread command. 
Alljamds, all storms, that threaten human woe, 
Shall sink beneath her feet, and spread their rage 
& xxix. [below. 

Their fleets shall strive, b y winds and waters tost. 
Till the young Austrian on Iberia's strand, 
Gw* as ./Eneas on the Lalhm coast. 

Shall fix his foot; and this, be this the land. 
Great Jove, where I for ever will remain, 

(The empire’s other hope shall say) and here 
Vanquish'd, intomb’d I’ll lie, or crown’d I’ll 
reign — 

O Virtue, to thy British mother dear! 

Ute the fam’d Trojan suffer and abide ; 

Ifor Anne is thine, 1 ween, as Venus was his guide. 


There, in eternal characters engrav’d, 

Vigb, and Gibraltar, and Barcelone, 

Their force destroy'd, their privileges sav'd. 
Shall Anna's terrors and her mercies own: 
Spain, from th' usurper Bourbon’s arms retriev'd. 
Shall with new life and grateful joy appear, 
Numb’ ring the wonders which that youth achiev’d 
Whom Anna clad in arms, and sent to war, 

. Whom Anna sent to claim Iberia’s throne, 

* And make him more than king in calling him her 
/* xxxi. [son. 


There 
• %ol 


later, pleas'd by Blenheim's glorious field, 
hall bid bis eastern waves declare 
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Germania sav’d by Britain’s ample shield, 

And bleeding Gaul afflicted by her spear \ 

Shall bid them mention Marlbr6, on that shore. 
Leading his islanders, renown’d in ar&». 

Thro’ climes -where never British chidf before 
Or pitch’d his camp or sounded his alarms j 
Shall bid them bles a the Queen, who made his streams 
Glorious as those of Boyne, and safe as tbodfc of 
xxxii. [Thames. 

Brabantia, clad with Helds and crown’d with tow’rs, 
W itli decent joy shall her deliv’rer meet. 

Shall own thy arms, great Queen, and bless thy 
pow’rs. 

Laying the keys beneath thy subjects’ feet. 
Flandria, by plenty made the home of war, 

Shall weep her crime, and bow to Charles restoi^l> 
With double vows shall bless thy happy care 
In having drawn and having sheath'd die sword. 
From these their sister provinces shall know 
How Anne supports a friend, and how forgives a 
xxxiii. [foe. 

Bright swords, and crested helms, and pointed 
spears, 

In artful piles around the wbrk shall lie. 

And shields indented deep in ancient wars, 
Blaaon’d with signs of Gallic heraldry. 

And standards with distinguish’d honours height. 
Mails of high pow’r and national command 
Which Valois’ sons and Bourbon’s 'bore in ftght* 
Or gave to Foix’ or Montxaonacy’s band . 



Great spoils, which Gallia {oust to Britain yield. 
From Creasy's battle sav'd to grace Ramillia’s 
xxxiv. _ (held. 

And as fine art the spaces may dispose* 

The knowing thought and curious eye shall set 
Thy^emblem, gracious Queen, the British Rose, 
Type of sweet rule, muLgebtle majesty $ 

TMI northern Thistle, whom no hostile hand, 
Unhnrt, too rudely may provoke, 1 ween; 
Hibernia's Harp, device of her command, 

And parent of her mirth, shall there be seen : 
Thy vanquish'd Lilies, France, decay'd and torn. 
Shall with disorder’d pomp the lasting work adorn. 

XXXV. 

Beneath, great Queen, oh ! very far beneath, 
Hear to the ground, and on the humble base, 
To^save herself from darkness and from death. 
That muse desires the last, the lowest place ; 
Who, oo’ unmeet, yet touch’d the trembling string 
For the 4hJr fame of Anne and Albion's land. 
Who durst of war and martial fury sing. 

And when thy will and when thy subjects' hand 
Had quell’d those wars, and bid that fury cease, 
Hang* up her grateful harp to conquest and to 
peace- 



TO MR. HARLEY, 


Wounded by Guitcard, 171!. 


.. ab ipso 

Due it opes anlmumque fern. 


lit one great Now, superior to an age. 

The full extremes of Nature's force we find ; 
How heav’nly virtue can exalt, or rage 
Infernal how degrade the human mind. « 

1 IT. 

While the fierce monk does at his trial stand, - 
He chews revenge, abjuring his offence j 
Guile in his tongue, and murder in his had, 

He stabs hk judge to prove his innocence, 

m. 

The guilty stroke and torture of the* steel 

Infix'd, our dauntless Briton scarce peso ei vest 
The wounds his country from his death moat feel 
The patriot views » for those alone he grieves. 

IV. 

The barb'rous rage that durst attempt thy life, 
Harley 1 counsellor, extends thy fiunc % 

And the sharp point of cruel G Discard's hath 
In brass and huMt cams thy i whlw name. 
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lithful assertor of thy country’ s cause, 

Britain with tears shall bathe thy glorious wound i 
■ thy safety shall enlarge her laws, 

And in her statutes shall thy worth be found, 
vi. 

^idsl^er sighs she triuq$phs, on the hand 
Reflecting that diffui'dlhe public woe t 
A stranger to her altars and her land, 
sraJko son of hers could meditate this blow. 


Meantime thy pain is gracious Anna’s care : 

Our Queen, our saint, with sacrificing breath 
Softens thy anguish : in her pow’rful pray’r 
She pleads thy service and forbids thy death. 


Great as thou art, thou canst demand no more, 

O breastbewail’d by earth, preserv’d by Heav’n! 
No higher can aspiring virtue soar ; 

Enough to thee of grief and fame is gir’n. 



AN ODE, 

In Imitation qf 
■OKACB, BOOK m. ODE 2 . 
Written in the year iftyo. 


Flow long 1 , deluded Albion, wilt thou lie 
In the lethargic sleep, the sad repose 
By which thy close, thy constant enemy 
Has softly lull'd thee to thy woes ? 

Or wake, degenerate Isle, or cease to own 
What thy old kings in Gallic camps have done. 
The spoils they brought thee back, the crowns they 

William (so Fate requires) again is arm'd. 

Thy hither to the field is gone. 

Again Maria weeps her absent Lord, 

For thy repose content to rale atone. 

Are thy enervate sons not yet alarm’d t 
When William fights dare they look tamely on. 
So slow to get their ancient fame restor'd. 

As not to melt at Beauty's tears nor fblloW ^Hour’s 
sword ? 

ii. 

See the veyeMg Tide awaken. 

Her vicious chahfc die reams goddess breaks | 
The fogs arounalker temples are dispell'd » 

■ 2 
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ODES. 


Abroad the looks, and sees arm'd Belgia staid > 
^Prepar’d to meet their coiftmon Lord’s command, 
gr Lions roaring by her side, her arrows in her 
hand, 

.And, blushing to hate been so long withheld, 
Wemi off her crime, and hastens to the field : 
Heambitflfeer youth shall bo inur'd to bear 
HaaaxVous toil and active %ar : 

To march beneath the dogstar*i raging heat. 
Patient of summer's drought and martial sweat, 
And only grieve in winter camps to find - 
Its days too short for labours they design’d i 
All night beneath hard heavy arms to watch. 

All day to mount the trench, to storm the breach, 
And all the nigged paths to tread 
Where William and his virtue lead. 

m. 

Silence is the soul of war t 
Delib’ifcte counsel tnu^Drepare 
The mighty work wMcPvalonr must complete : 
Thus William rescues, thus preserves, the state. 
Thus teaches jus to think and dare { 

As, whilst his cannon just prepar’d to breathe 

Avenging anger and swift death, 

la the try’d metal the close dangers glow. 

And now, too late, the dying foe 
Perceives Use flame, yet cannot ward the blow i 
So Whilst in William's breast r ipWmm sels fie* 
Secret and me a*%4oodmg Fag*, 



■OK. BOOK iii. ODE 2. 


101 


No more of his design appears 
Than what awakens Gallia’s fear#, 

And (thro’ Guilt's eye can sharply penetrate} 

Distracted lewis can descry 

Only a long unmeasur'd ruin nigh. 

IT. 

On Norman coasts, and banks of f righted Brine, 
Lo I the impending storms begin | 

Britannia safely thro’ her master's sea 
Plows up her victorious way : 

The French ^almoneus throws his bolts in rain. 
Whilst tlie true thunderer asserts the main. 

* f is done 1 to shelves and rocks his fleets retire. 
Swift victory, in ’vengeful flames. 

Bums down the pride of their presumptuous names: 
They run to shipwreck tp avoid our fire. 

And the tom vessels that regain their coast 
Are but sad marks to show the rest are lost. 

All this the mild, the beauteous Queen lbi done. 
And William’s softer-half shakes Lewis’ tbopne. 
Maria does the sea command, 

Whilst Gallia fl : es her husband’s am by lewd. 

So, the sun absent, with fall sway the naO C O 
Governs the isles and roles the waves alone § 

So Juno thunders when her Jove is gone. 

19, Britannia ! loose thy ocean’s plains, 

Whilst Hossfcfftkes the Wow^f Queen o s d ato. 
Thus rescu'd, thus rever'd, Wbw iM> 

And bless the dUel, and reward the band. 

19, Britannia 1 fay Maria reigns. 

k 3 



From Mary’* conquest and the rescu'd main 
Let France Inok forth to ^tmbre's armed shore. 
And boast her joy for William's death no more, 
He lives, let France confess the victor lives : 
Herman,*. for his death were vain. 

And spoke her terror of his Iiflq|to6 plain. 

The mighty years begin, the day draws pigh 
In which that one of Lewis’ many wives *, 

Who, by the baleful force of guilty charms. 

Has long enthrall’d him In her wither’d arms, 
Shall o’er the plains from distant tpw’rs op higlf 
Cast around her jpqurnful eyp, 

And with prophetic qonrp^f ^ry, 

Why does my ruin’d Loyd retard his flight ? 
Why does despair prqvoke his age to fight t 
di well thp wolf may yenture to engage 
Ifce apgry Kpn’sjgen’ropa r^gc, 

Thp xpv’ppas vulture ap^ the bird of night 
M 1^7 tpsppt the Stooping eagle’s flight. 

As Lewis to Unequal arms defy 

Von hprp fcpowp’d with blooming victory. 

Just triumphing o’er rpbel rage restrain’d. 

And yet inbreath'd from battles gain’d. 

See 1 -all yon dusty fields quite cover’d o’er 
With hostile troops, and Orangey their head | 
Qfapgc, destlo’d to complete 
The great desigqp|||labouring We » 
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Orange, the name that tyrants dread : 

He comes 4 our ruin’d empire is no more % 

Down like the Persiapgoes the Gallic throne \ 
Darius dies, young Ammon urges on. 

VI. 

Now from the dubious battle’s ming^ heap 
Let Fear look bade, and stretch her hasty* wing* 
Impatient to secure a base fetrpat j 
Let the pale coward leaye his wounded king. 

For the vile privilege to breathe, 

To uyUh shame in dread pf glorious death t 
In vain f for Fate has swifter wings than Fear, 
She follows bard, and strikes hjra in the rear | 
Dying and mad the traitor bites the ground, 

His back transfix’d with a dishonest wopad, . 
Whilst thro’ the fiercest troops and thickest press 
Virtue carries on success \ 

Whilst equal Heav’n guards^ the distipgttisWjl 
brave, 

And armies capnot bprfwhpm ppgrls sayp. 
vn. 

Virtue to verse immortal lustre gives | 

Each by the other’s mutual friendship Ijref $ 
suffer'd, and Ac h^ llps fought $ 

The hero’s acts enlarg’d the poet’s thought. 

Or Vjigil’s mqjpsty and Homer’* Me 
Had ne’er iMbtiag m 

Whilst Lewis** his r , 
With drams’ alarms and trumpets’ sought 
Whilst* hid inam’Aietraaii and gnanlcd fa 
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From) danger u from honour 4ar, 

Be bribes close Murder urainst open war, 

In min your Gallic MuscMtrive 
With labour’d verse to Keep his fame alive } 
Your mould' ring monuments, in vain ye raise 
On fte weak bas.a of the tjrrant’igpruise ; 

Your songs ore sold, your numbers are profane; 
*Tis incense to an idol giv’U, 

Meat offer’d to Prometheus’ man. 

That had no soul from Heav'n. 

Against his will, you chain jour frighted king 
On rapid Rhine’s divided bed, 

And mock your heio, whilst je sing 
The wounds for which he never bled «- 
Falsehood does poison on your praise diffuse. 
And Lewis’ fear gives death to hoileau’s muse, 
▼in. 

On its own worth true majesty is rear’d. 

And virtue is her own seward ; 

With solid beams and native glory bright, 

She neither darkness dreads nor covets light ; 
True to herself, and fix’d to in-bom laws. 

Nor sunk by spite, nor lifted by applause. 

She from her settled orb looks calmly down 
On lift or death, a prison or a crown. 

When bound in double chains poof Belgia lay, 
Tu 'foreign arms and Jn ward sti l|pifri i j ; 

Whilst due Aoj&m buoy’d up her sinking 
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When Fortune basely with Ambition join'd, 

And all was conquer’d but the patriot’s mind t 
When storms let loo^and caging seas. 

Just ready the torn magi ta overwhelm, 

Forc’d not the faithful pilot from his helm. 

Nor all the Siren songs of future peace. 

And dazzling prospect of a promis’d crown. 

Could lure his stubborn virtue down : 

But against charms, and threats, and hell, he stood 
To that which was severely good | 

Then had no trophies justffy’d bis fame. 

No poet bless’d his song with Nassau’s name ; 
Virtue alone did all that honour bring. 

And Heav’n as plainly pointed *out the King, 

As when he at the altar stood 
In all his types apd robes of pow’c. 

Whilst at his feet religious Britain bow'd. 

And own’d him next to what wc there adore. 

IX. 

Say, joyful Maese, and Boyne’s victorious flood, 
(For each haB mix’d his waves with royal bided) 
When William’s armies pass’d, <did he retire^ 

Or view from far the battle’s distant fire 1 
Could he believe his person was too dear ? 

Or use his greatness to conceal Ids fear t 
Could pray’rs or sighs the dauntless here move f 
Arm’d with Heav’n’s justice and 1 li* people 1 * love. 
Thro’ the fir* %aves be wiur’d his veat’reus way, 
hod on the adverse shore reke, J 
(Ten thousand flying deaths in vaip oppose) 



like the gveltt ruler of the day, 

With strength and swiftness mounting from the sea, 
like him all day he toil’<|ghut long in night 
The God has eas'd his weary'd light, 

Eve vengeance left the stubborn foes. 

Or William's labours found repose. 

When his troops faulter’d, tfee^d hot he between, 
Restor'd the dubious fight again, • 

''Mark'd out the coward that durst fly. 

And led the fainting brave to Victory ? 

Still as she fled him, aid he not o'ertake 

Her doubtful course, and brought her bleeding back? 

By his keen sword did not the boldest fall ? 

Was be not king, commander, soldier, all — 

His dangers such as with becoming dread 
Bis subjects yet unborn* shall weep to read s 
And were not those the only days that e'er 
The pious prince refus'd to hear 
Mis friends' advices or his subjects' pray’r ? 
x. 

Where’er old Rhine his fruitful water turns. 

Or fills his vassals' tributary urns, 

To Belgians sav’d dominions and the sea. 

Whose righted waves rcyoiOe in William's sway. 

Is the/e a town where children are not taught, 
Here Holland prosper'd, for here Orange fought ? 
Thro* rapid waters and through flying fire 
Here wash'd the PcUe, here made whole France 
By different ii^bins^ his valour blest, f retire ? 

In different Mqghagcs confeat, 

And then let Shaunqp speak the rest; 
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Let Shannon speak how, on her wond’ring shore. 
When conquest hov’ring on his arms did wait. 

And only ask’d some lives to bribe her o’er. 

The godlike man, thefttiore than conqueror. 

With high contempt sent back the spacious bait. 
And scorning glory at a price too great. 

With so much pow’r, such piety did join. 

As made a perfect virtue soar 
A pitch unknown to map before* 

And lifted Shannon’s waves o’er those of Boyne* 

xi. » 

Nor do his subjects only share 

The prosp’rous fruits of his indulgent reign j 

His enemies approve the pious war, 

Which, with their weapon, takes away their chain i 
More than his sword his goodness strikes his foes i 
They biess his arms, and sigh they must oppose $ 
Justice and freedom on his conquests wait, 

Aud ’tis for man’s delight that he is great: 
Succeeding times shall with long joy contend 
If he were more a victor or a friend : 

So much his courage and bis mercy strive. 

He wounds to cure, and conquers to forgive. 

,XII. 

Ye heroes 1 who have fought your country's cause. 
Redress'd her injuries, or form’d her laws. 

To my advent’rou* song just witness bear, ^ 

Assist the pious Muse, and hear her swear. 

That 'tis no poet's thought,%p tight of yon^b. 
Bat solid stoiy and severest traifcja : 
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That' ’William treasures up a greater name 
Than any country, any age, can boast ; 

And all that ancient stocky fame 

He did from his forefathers take 

He has improv'd, and gives with int'rest back. 

And in his constellation does unite 

Their scatter’d rays of fainter light : 

Above or Envy’s lash or FortifflC’s wheel' 

That settled gloiy shall for ever dwell. 

Above the roiling orbs and common sky. 

Where nothing comes that e’er shall die. 

XIII. 

Where roves die Muse? where, thoughtless to 
Is her short-lived vessel borne [return. 

By potent winds, too subject to be tost. 

And in the sea of Wffliam's praises lost > 

Nor let her ’tempi- that deep, nor make the shore 
Where our abandon’d youth she sees 
Shipwreck'd in luxury and lost in ease ^ 

Wham nor Britannia's danger can alarm. 

Nor William’s exemplary virtue warm r 
Tell ’em, howe’er, the King ean yet forgive 
Their guilty sloth, their homage yet receive. 

And let their wounded honour live t 
But sure and sudden bufcheir just ifemorse : 

Swift be then* virtue's rise, and strong its course : 
For tho’ for certain yean and destin’d times 
Merit has lain confuf'd with crimes, 

Tho* Jove seem’d nfegligefct of human cares, 

JNor scourg’d crarTottlcs nor returned our pray’rs* 



His justice now demands the equal scales. 
Sedition is suppress’d, and truth prevails i 
Fate its great end by slow degrees attains. 
And Europe is redeem’d, and William reign. 


ODE, 


ns x/AMotms 


Hies, 1’ Amour touchd du son 
Que rendoit ma lire qu’il aime. 

Me promit pour une chanson. 

Deux baisers de sa mare mdme.' 

n. 

Non, luy dis-je, tu seals mes resnx i 
Tu connois quel penchant m'entratnc, 

Au lieu (Tun j’en offre dedx. 

Pour un seul baiser de Climene. 

nx. 

11 me promit ce doux retool, 

Ma lire en est phis deten dr e is s ? 

Mats vous, Cliqpene, de rnnr 
Acqniterea-YOu la prcSaate f 



CUPID'S PROMISE, 




Soft Cupid, wanton, amorous boyv 
The other day, mov’d mkh%j lyre, 

Tu Jlatt’ring accents spoke his joy. 

And utter'd thus his find desire. 

u. 

Oh ! raise thy voice, one song I ask. 
Touch then th’ harmonious strings * 

To Tbyrsis easy is the task. 

Who can so sweetly play and sing. 

1 ‘m. 

Two kisses from **7 mother dear. 
Thyrsi*, thy due reward shall be * 

None, none, like Beauty's queen i» fair » 
Paris has vernh'd Ibis truth for me. 

IV. 

1 straight reply’d, T^ou know’st, alone. 
That brightest Chip* rules breast, 

1*H sang thee two ijsteadvof one. 

If thouTt be kind make nfe blest. 

v. 

One kiss from CMoe's Bps, no more 
I crave. Ha pisnia’d me su c ce ss . 

I play'd with all my «*«U and pow'r. 

My glowing jpaashm ^express. 



cupid’s pilomue. 


Ill 


▼i. 

But, oh ! my Chloe, beauteous maid. 
Wilt thou the wish’d reward bestow i 
Wilt thou make good what Love has said, 
* An d by thy grant his poster show ? 


i2 



SONGS AND BALLADS, 


THE THIEF AND CORDELIER, 

A BALLAD. 

To the Tune of King John and the Abbot of 
Canterbury. 


Wwta. e’er been at Paris, must needs know the 
Greve, 

The fatal retreat of th' unfortunate brave. 

Where honour and justice most oddly contribute 
To ease heroes' pains by a baiter and gibbet, 
Derry down* * down, key deny down. 

*fhere death breaks the shackles which force had 
put on, [begun t 

And the hangman completes what the judge but 
There the Squire of the Pad and the Knight of 
the Post 

Find their pains no aoore baulk'd and their hopes no 
more crost. 

Deny down, doc. [known. 

Great claims are there made, and great secrets are 
And the king, and the law, and the thief; has 




US 


But my hearers cry out. What a deuce dost thou 
Cut off thy reflections, and five us thy tale, [ail ? 
Derry draw, Ik. 

'Twas there then, iu civil respect to harsh laws. 
And fimwantaf fklse witness to bank a bad cause, 
A Norman, tho* late, was oblig’d to appear. 

And who arafdst but a fsavu Cordelier I 
Derry deem, &c. 

The Squire, whose good grace was to ope* the scene, 
Seem’dnet in great haste that the shew should begin. 
Now fitted the halter, now travers’d the cart, 

And often took leave, but was loath to depart, 
Derry down, &c. [priests 

What frightens you thus, my good Son I says the 
You, murder'd, are sorry, and have bean contest. 
O Father 1 my sorrow will scarce save my baooa. 
For ’twas not that 1 murder’d, hat that I was taken, 
Derry deem, Ike. [fancies; 

Pough 1 pr’ythee ne'er trouble thy head with such 
Rely on the aid yon shall have from Saint Frauds ; 
If the money you promis'd be brought to the chest. 
You have only to die s Jet the Church do the rest, 
Derry down, &c. 

And what will folks say, tf they see yrwafwaid * 

It reflects upea aae as 1 knew aot my ttsdst « 
Courage, friend, to-day is your period of sorrow. 
And things wHl go better, better* me, tons sorrow. 


Derry dam, he. 

To-morrow, oar beau i*pftj’4,&> a fright, [eight. 
He that's haag’dbdhflhmaca ought to to** cfto- 
m tS 
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Tell your bead*, quoth the pgieit, and be fairly 
truss’d up, 

For you surely to-night shall in Paradise sup. 
Derry dwt?| &c. 

Alas ! quoth the Squire, howe’er sumptuous the 
Parbleu ! 1 shall have little stomach to eat ; [treat, 
I should therefore esteem it great flfcour and grace 
Would you be so kind as to gom my place, 

Derry down, &c. [boot, 

That 1 would, quoth the father, and thank you to 
But our actions, you know, with our duty must suit t 
The feast I propos’d to you 1 cannot taste, 

For this night, by our Order, is mark’d for a fast, 
Derry down , &c. 

Then taming about to the hangman, he said. 
Dispatch me, 1 pr’ythee, this troublesome blade. 
For thy cord and my cord both equally tie. 

And we live by the gold for which other men die, 
Derry 'down, &c. 


A SOtyG. 

I* vaia you tell your parting love 
You arish fltir winds may waft him over : 
Alas 1 what winds can happy prove 
That bear me &r from what 1 love ? 
Alas 1 what dangers on the main 
Caa equal those that 1 sustain. 

From slighted vows aad oo^i dWbda i 
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Be gentle, and in pity choose 
To wish the wildest tempest loose. 

That, thrown again npon the coast 
Where first my shipwreck’d heart was lost, 
I may once more repeat my pain. 

Once more in dying notes complain 
Of flighted tows and cold disdain. 


} 



u- I - — r I - i n II 

SCR LA PRISE Dfi NAMUR, 
Air Lei Aram Vat Hai, UAtme 1092. 

PAR MONSIEUR MILEAO DB8PKEAUX. 


0,«L« docte et sainte yv resse 
Aujourd'hui me fait la loi ? 
Chaste* nymphes du Permease, 
^N’est-ce pas vous que je voi ? 
Aooonrez, troupe sqavante ; 

Des sons que ma lyre enfante ; 

Ces arbrea sont rejoins : 
Marques en bien la cadence : 

Et Tons, vents, faites silence : 

Je vais parler de Louis. 


n. 

Dans ses chansons immortelles, 
Comme un aigle audacieux, 
Pindare 6tendant ses aisles, 

Fuit loin des vulgaires yeux. 
Mais v o ma fidele lyre, 

Si, dans Tardeur qni m* inspire, 

Tu peux mine met transports ; 
Let chinee de moats de Tbraoe 
N’oat rienofii, que a’efface 
La doueeur de tes accords. 
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AN ENGLISH BALLAD, 

On the taking of Namur by the King tf Great 
Britain , 1095. 


Dulcc eat desipere In loco. 


i. and ii. 

Some folk* are drunk, yet do not know It ? 

So might not Baochu* give yon law ? 

Was it a muse, 0 lofty poet. 

Or virgin of Saint Cyr, yon saw ? 

Why all this fury ? what’s the matter, 

That oaks must come from Thrace to dance ? 
Must stupid stocks be taught to flatter ? 

And is there no such wood in Franee ? 

Why must the winds all hold their tongue ? 

If they a little breath should raise. 

Would giat have spoil’ d the poet’s song, • 

Or puff’d away the monarch’s praise ? 

Pindar, that eagle, mount* the ikies. 

While Virtue leads the noble way { 

Too like a vulture Boileau flies. 

Where sordid int’rest shows the prey. 

When once the poet’s honour ceases. 

From reason far biiWsfor^ rove f 
And Boileau, for eightltundteii pieces, 

Makes Loais take fb# 0*11 of JuW. ** 







XXI. 

Estfoe Appolon et Neptune, 

Qm i «r «m root MwcUien 
Out, oompafnou de fbrtut, 
H— ti cea jours oifntUleu ? 
De lew enceinte fanaease 
La Sambre onie k la Meuse, 
Defend le fatal abord i 
Et par cent bo aches ho rrib l e s 
L’airam ■ureas masts terrihles 
* -Vomit le hr, et la mqpt. 


Dix mille vadllans Alctdes 
Lcs botVbutt de touted parts, 
D’eclairs an loin homicides 
Font petffl# lean rexnparts : 

Et dans sdn sefn btftdele 
Par tout in tetre j recele 
Un feu piwrt k sMbncer, 

Qui soudafu percent son geufre, - 
Outtc un sepulchre de soufre 
A quiconqne ose ttto ea r. 
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III. 

Neptune end Sol cam* from above, 

Shap’d like Mefsigny Md Vaubaa * 

They arm’d these neks, (ben skew’d old Jove 
Of Marliwood the wondseus plan. 

Such walls these three wise pods agreed 
By human force could n’er be shaken ; 

But you and I in Homer read 

Of Gods as well as mas mistaken. 

Sambre and Maese their waves may join, 

But ne’er can William’s force restrain s 
He'll pass them both who pass’d the Boyne ; 
Remember this and arm the Seine. 

IT. 

Full fifteen thousand lusty fellows 

With fire and sword the fort maintain ; 

Each was a Hercules, you tell us, 

Yet out they march’d like common men » 
Cannons above and mines below 

Did death and tombs for foes contrive. 

Yet matters have been order’d so 
That most of us are still aliTt. 

v. 

If Namur be compar’d fit T*®7» 

Then Britain’s boys exealBd da flu d n i 
Their siege did ten long yean employ t 
We’ve done our business 4n> tan we e ks . 

What godhead does softs* admee 

With dreadful powYlfeoso htt&**gafa I 
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Quelle effroyable puissance 
Ajoard’hoi pourtant ■’aTanoe,| 
Preate k foudrojer tea moan ? 
Quel bruit, quel feu l’environne ? 
C’est Jupiter en personne ; 

Ou c'est le ninquer de Mods. 


▼i. 

N’en doute point : c*est hiy-mime. 

Tout brille en lui ; tout eat Jtoi. 
^ana Bruxelles Naaoau blime 

Commence a trembler pour toi* 
£o vain il voit le BatAve, 

Desormais docile eoclave, 

Ranf6 sous oes dtendara ? 

Bn vain au Lion Belgique 
II voit 1'Aifle Qermanique 
Uni son* lea Leopards. 


Plein de la frayeur aoaraDer 
Dont sea sens want agitda, 
A son aecoura il appelle 

Lea p o nplea lea plus ventday 
Cenx« 

On 
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’Tie little Will, the scourge of France, 

No godhead, lpt the first of men. 

His mortal arm exerts the pow’r 
To keep ev’n Mods* victor aider % 

And that same Jupiter no more 

Shall fright the world with impious thunder. 


Our King thus trembles at Namur, 

Whilst Villeroy, who ne’er afraid is, 

To Bruxelles marches on secure. 

To bomb the Monks, and scare the Ladies. 
After this glorious expedition. 

One battle makes the Marshal great i 
He must perform the King’s commission * 
Who knows but Orange may retreat ? 

Kings are allow’d to feign the gout. 

Or be prevail'd with not to fight i 
And mighty Louis hop’d, no doubt. 

That William would preserve that right. 

vn. 

From Seine and Loire, to Rhone and Fo, 

See ev’ry mother’s son appear t 
In such a case ne’er blame a foe. 

If be betrays some little fear. 

He comes. Urn mighty Vill’roy comes. 

Finds a small river dn Ida way | 

So waves his colours, beats M* drums. 

And thinks U prudent there to stay. 

VOL. i. si 




De For, qm roule «n m eaux ; 
Ceux-ci det champs, ou la 
Des marais da la Norv^e 

Neuf moia-couvre lea roiean jc. 


Mais qui fait enfler la Sambre ? 

Sous les Jametux efflrayh, 

Des froids torrents de Decexnbre 
Les champs par toot sont noyds. 
Ceres s’enfuit, eplorde 
De voir enqproye k Boree 

Ses guerets d’epics charges, 

£t sous les nines sangenses 
Des Hyades orageuses 

Tous scs tresors submerges. 


Deptoye* toutes rot rages. 

Princes, vents, peuple*, frimats $ 
R amasses to as vos -image* ; 

R assemble z tost vos soldats. 
Malgrd vous Namur en po s dre 
S*en t* tomber sons la buifere 
Qui domta LjUe, Ce utt sy, 
Grand la superbe TTi»>tnnlii . 

Saint Omer, flan 

Ypres, Mintiirht, at Csnbay. 



The Gallic troops breathe blood and war i 
The Marshal c$res not to march faster ; 
Poor Vill’roy moves so slowly here, 

We fancy’d all it was Ms master. 


Will no kind flood, no friendly rahr, 

Disguise the Marshal's plain dhgr&de ; 

No torrents swell the low Mehayne J 
The world will say he durst not pais. 

Why will no Hyades appear. 

Dear Poet, on the banks of Fambre t 
Justas they did that mighty year, 

WHh you turn'd June into December ? 
T^pPhr-nymphs ate, too, unkind 
To VilProy \ are the land-nymphs so ? 

And %Nbey all, at once combin'd, 

TU Jhanie a gen'ral and a beau ? 

Tntfb, justice, sense, religion, fame. 

May join to flnish WjUsam's story \ . 

Nations set free may Mpas Ms name. 

And France in secret own his glory $ 

But Ypress, Maestrkht, and Cambray, 
Bensan^on, Ghent, Saint Omen, Lisle, 
•Courtray and Dole — Ye c riti cs, say. 

How poor to this was Pindar’s style 1 
With jcke's and also 1 ** tack thy s tr a ta. 

Great Bard! and sing the rirsth t sas f ine r 
Who lost Namur t h a ^sa i f i snmpatap , 

He bought Dizmuyd and plunder'd Depose. 


m 2 



Mes presages s’accomplisseut * 

II commence k chanceler : 

Sous les coups qui retentissent ^ -• 
Ses meurs *»’en vont s’ecrouler. 
Mars en feu qui les domine. 
Souffle k grand bruit leur ruiqe t 
St les bombs dans les airs 
Allant cherchei* le tonnere, 
Semblent, tombant sur la terre, 
Vouloir s’ouvrir les enfecs. 


Accourec, Nassau, Baviere, 

De ces murs rwkique espoir % 

A couvert d’lme riviere 

Venez : vous peuves tout voir. 
Considerez ees approches 
Voyet grimper sur ces voehes 
Ces athletes Belhqueox ; 

St dans les e«u, dans la flume. 
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X. 

I’ll hold ten pound my dream is out » 

I’d tell it you but for the rattle 
Of those confounded drums ; no doubt 
You bloody rogues intend a battle. 

Dear me ! a hundred thousand French 
With terror dll the neighb’ring field* 
While William carries on the trench. 

Till both the town and castle yield. 
Vill’ry to Boufflers should advance, 

Says Mars, thro’ cannons mouths in fire , 
Id eat, one Mareschal of France 

Tells t’other he can come no nigher. 


xr. 

Regain the lines the shortest way, 

Yfll’roy, or to Ver*aitie| take post, 

For, having seen it, thdi canst say 
The steps by which Namur was lost. 

The smoke and flame may vex-thy sight; 

Look not once badt ; but as thou goest. 
Quicken the squadrons hi their flight, 

And bid the devil take the slowest 
Think not what reason to produce, 

From Louis to conceal thy fear $ 

He’ll own the strength of fliy exousfc, 

Tell him that TTWMaia was buttfeere- 
u S 
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XII. 

Con temple z dans la tempeste, 

Qui sort dc ces boulevars. 

La plume qui sur sa teste 
Attire tous les regards. 

A cet astre redoubtable 
Toti jours un sort favorable 
S’attache dans les combats t 
Et toujours avec la gloire 
Mars amenaut la victoire 

V6le, -et le suit k grands pas. 

XXII. 

Grands deffenseurs de l’Rspagne, 
Montrez-vous : il en est temps : 
Courage i vers ia Mahagne 
YoilA vos drapeaux flottaju. 
Jamais ses ondes eraintives 
N’ont veu but leurs foibles rives 
Tant de guerriers s’a^nasser. 
Coures done : dot vous retarde t 
Tout runivers vous regarde. 
N’osez-vous la traverser 1 
xi v. 

Loin de fermer le passage 
A vos nombreux bataillons, 
Luxembourg a du rivage 
Reculd ses pavilions. 

Qaoj l leur seal aspect voti* glace ? 
Ou «ont oss Mi pldw Candace, 
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XII. 

N ow let us look for Louis’ feather, 

Thai us’d to shine so like a star ; 

^he Gen’rals could not get together. 
Wanting that influence, great in war f 
O Tout i thou hadst been discreeter, 
Hanging the Monarch’s hat so high. 

If thou hadst dubh’d thy star a meteor 
That did but blaze, and rove, and die. 


To animate the doubtful fight • 

Namur in vain expects that ray ; 

In vain Trance hopes the sickly tight 
Should shine near William’s fuller day* 

It kuow-s Versailles, its proper station. 

Nor cares for any foreign sphere : 

Where you see Boileau’s constellation, 

Ee sure no danger can be near. 

The French had gather’d all their three, 
And William met them in their way. 

Yet off they brush’d, both foot and hone ; 

What has friend Boileon left to say ? 
When his high Muse is bent wpou’t. 

To sing her King, that great commander. 
Or on the shores of Hellespont, 

Or in the valhes near ficaanadez. 
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Jidii ti prompts & marcher, 
Qui deroient de la Tamise, 

Et da la Drive softmise, 

Jasqa’a Paris nous chercher ? 


Cependaut l’etfroy redouble 
S|r les remparts de Namur. 

Sosa fourcmear qui sc trouble 
S’enfuit sous son dernier mur. 
Ddja jusques k tei portes 
Je voyes monter nos cdhortet. 

La flame et le fer ea main : 

Et sur les moooeanx de piqaei, 

De corps toons, de'roo*, do lsriques, 
S>uvrir ua Urge ghamta- 


sti. 

C’en eat fait. Je v£ens d’entendre 
Sur ces rocherm eperdns 
Battre un signal p6u se vendee? 

Le feu cesse- Us sent reodut. 
Depouillea vfitre arrogance. 

Piers ensemh de la France, 

Et desormais grc c dcMT, 

Allen k Liege, k Bran.cl.les, 

Porter les bumbles nontttM 
De Namur pris k roe Tetoc. 



Would it not spoil his noble task, k 
If any foolish Phrygian there », 
Impertinent enough to ask 

How far Namur may be from Paris ! 


Two stanzas more before we end, 

Of death, pikes, rocks, arms, bricks, and . 
Leave ’em behind you, honest Friend, 

And with your countrymen retire. 

Yopr ode is spoilt ; Namur is freed : 

For Dixmuyd something yet^is due t 
So good Count Guiscard may proceed { 

But, Boufflers, Sir, one word with you — 


’Tis done. In sight of these commanders. 
Who neither fight no? rake the siege. 

The foes of France march safe; thro’ F l a nder s, 
Divide tp Bruxelles or to Liege, 

Send, Fame, this news to Trianon, 

That Boufflers may new .honours gain | 

He the same play by land has shown 
As Turville did upon the main. 

Yet is the Marshal made * 

O, William 1 may thy a Odraaee, 

That he may lose Dinant .next year. 

And so be Consta b le of Fnmcev 



ISO 


THE GARLAND. 


Tn-pdie of ev’ry grove I chose. 

The violet sweet and lily fair. 

The dappled pink and blushing rose. 

To deck my charming CMoffc hair. 

it. 

Afrdhom the nymph vouchsaf'd to place 
•llpoa her brow the vadmu wreath ; 

The flow’rs less blooming than her free. 
The scent less fragrant than her breath. 

* IH. 

The flaw’rs she wore along the day, 

And ev*ry nymph and shepherd said. 
That In her hair they look’d more gay 
Una glowing in their native bed. 

IV. 

Undmstnt evening when 0m found 
Their odoars lost, theft 1 colours part. 

She chang'd her look; end on the ground 
Her garland and bar eyes she east. 

v. 

That eye dropt sense distinct and dear' 

A# any Muse's- donfue could speak, 
Wtotftrom its lid a nearly tear 

Stan tricicftng d huh her beauteous cheek. 

4 ft. 

Dissembling whatl fcbew Ws well* 

My love, my life, said I, explain 
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This change of homour ; pr’ythee tell. 
That falling tear— what docs it mean ? 
vn. 

She sigh'd, she smil’d ; and to the flow’rs 
Pointing, the lovely moralist said, 

See, Friend, in some few fleeting hours, 
See yonder what a change is made. 
Tin. 

Ah me ! the blooming pride of May 
And that of Beauty are bat one i 

At morn both flouriah bright and gay. 
Both fade at ey’ning, pale, and gone, 
rx. 

At dawn poor Stella danc’d and sang, 

The am’rous youth around her bear'd ; 

At night her fatal knell was rang $ 

I saw, and kiss'd her in her shrowd. 

z. 

^uch as she is who dy%io-day, 

Such I, alas ! may bAo-morrow : 

Go, Damon, bid thy Muse display * 

The justice of thy Chloe's sorrow. 



THE VICEROY, 




A BALLAD* 

To the Tome of T*ady UabeUa'o Tragedy : or, the 
Stepmother ’* Cruelty. 


x. 

Of 'Nero, * tyrant, petty king, 
Who heretofore did reign 
In bal'd Hibernia, I will ting. 
And in a ditty plain. 

ii. 

He hated wm by rich and poor. 
For reasons yon shall hear j 
So ill he exercis'd his pow’r. 

That he himself did fear. 

nr. 

Full proud end arrogant was he. 
And covetous withal « ♦ 

The guilty hp would still set free. 
But guiltless men enthral. 

IT. 

He with a haughty impious nod 
Would cane and dogmatize. 
Not fearing either man or God $ 
Gold he did idolize. 


for his 
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A patriot * of high degree. 

Who could no longer bear 
This upstart Viceroy's tyranny, 
Against bun did declare. 

VI. 

And, arm'd with truth, impeach'd the 
Of his enormous crimes. 

Which I'll unfold to you anon 
In low but faithful rhymes. 

VII. 

The articles t recorded stand 
Against this peerless peer % 

Search but the archives of the land. 
You'll find them written there. 

vui. 

Attend, and justly I'll recite 
His treasons to you 
The heads set in their native light, 
(And sigh poor Gaphny’s fall.) 

n. 

That tmit'romiy he did abuse 
The pow’r la him repos'd* 

And wickedly the same did use. 

On all mankind impos'd. 
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That he, contrary to all law. 

An oath did frame and make, 

Compelling the militia 
TV illegal oath to take. 

XK. 

Free-quarters for the army tq|. 

P«*id exact and force ; 

On Protestants his love to show. 

Than Papist us’d them worse. 

XII. 

On all provisions destin’d for 
The camp at Limerick, 

He laid a tax full Wd and sore, 

XiH- 

The antlers, too, he did ordain 
For licences should pay. 

Which they refus'd, wtyj^jnst disdain. 
And fed. the camp a way. 

* *"■ 

By which provisions were so scant 
That hundreds there Aid die ; 

The soldiers food and Aesak AM naat, 
Nor famine cou’d they fly. r 

He so much lov’d Ids private gain 
He could not hear or see ; 

They nqghfeor Afer «r might complain. 


Wifthont 



That above and against all right, 

By word of month did he. 

In council sitting, hellish spite. 

The former’s fate decree ; 

XT*. 

That he, 0/ del, without trial. 
Straightway should hanged be, 

Tho’ then the courts were open all. 
Yet Nero judge would be. 

xvin. 

No sooner said but it was done, 

The Bourreau did' his worst ; 

Gaphny, alas t is dead and gone, 

And left his judge accnrst. - 

XXX. 

In this concise despotic way 
Unhappy Gaphny fell. 

Which did all honefct mjgiaflfoy; 

As truly it might welli. 

xx. 

Full two good hundred pounds a-yonr. 
This poor man’s real estate. 

He settled on Ws. fcv’rite dear, 

And CulHford m * mftt* 

x». 

Besides, * M adn *p*m& 

To Fielding his own worth*; 

Who was. his balhi /— mftkmA 
He ow’d him to tb* 

w 2 
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XXII. 

But for this horrid murder rile 
None did him prosecute ; 

His old friend help’d him o’er the»stile $ 
With Satan who dispute? 

XXIII. 

With France, fair England's ribrtal foe, 

A tilde he carry’d on $ 

Had any other done’t, I trow. 

To tripos he had gone. 

xxnr. 

That he did likewise traifrously. 

To bring- his ends to bear. 

Enrich himself most knariahly « 

O thief without compare 1 

XXV. 

Vast quantities of stores did he 
Embezzle and purloin ; 

Of the king’s stores he kept a key, 
Cpnvertttg them to coin. 

XXVI- 

The forfeited estates also. 

Both real ami personal. 

Did with the stores t ogeth er go t 
Fiferce Cerb’rus swallow’d alia 

XXVCf. 

Meanwhile the soldiers sigh’d and sobb’d. 
For not one sous bad they ? 

His Excdtteaee had each man tbbfa’d. 

For he had sank their pay. 
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xxnn. 

Aero, without the least daguhc, 

The Papists at all times 

‘"till favour'd, and their robberies 
Look'd on as trivial crimes. 

xxn. 

1 he Protestants, whom they did rob 
During his government, 

W ere forc’d with patience, like gdod Job*. 
To rest themselves content. 

xrx. 

For he did basely them refuse 
All legal remedy ; 

The Romans still be well did use, 

Still screen’d their roguery. 

mi. 

Succinctly thus to you I’ve told 
How thus Viceroy did reign. 

And other truth* 1 *haR unfold i 
For truth is always plate. 

ran. 

The best of queens be hath revil’d. 
Before and since her death. 

He, cruel and ungrateful, smil'd 
When she resign'd her breath. 

xxxm. 

Forgetful of dm favours kind 
She had on him bestow’d. 

Like Lucifer, his raee’imis stead, 

He lov’d nor her nor God. 

n 3 
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XXXIV. 

But listen, Nero, lend thy ears. 

As still thou hast them om 

Hear what Britannia says, with tears. 
Of Anna dead mid pone. 

XXXV. 

4 Oh 1 sacred be her memory, d- 
4 For ever dear her names 

4 There never was, or ere .can be, 

4 A brighter, juster, dame. 

4 Blest be my sons, and eke all those 
4 Who on her praises dwell ; 

4 She conquer'd Britain’s densest foes, 

4 She did all queens excel. 

XXXVII. 

* All princes, kings, and potentates, 

4 Ambassadors did send; 

4 All nations, provinces, and states, 

4 Sought Anna jfor their friend. 

% xxxvm- 

4 In Anna they did all confide, 

4 For Anna they could trust; 

4 Per royal faith they all had try’d, 

4 Far Anna still wae just. 

XXXIX. 

4 Truth, mercy, justice, did sarround 
4 Her awfiil judgment-seat; 

4 In her the graces all were found, 

4 In Anna all complete. 
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XL. 

* She held the sword and balance right, 

‘ And sought her people's good) 

* In clemency she did delight, 

* Her reign not stain'd with blood. 

xu. 

* Her gracious goodness, piety, 

4 In all her deeds did shine, 

4 And bounteous was her charity, ' 

4 A11 attributes divine. 

xui. , 

4 Consummate wisdom, meekness, all 
4 Adorn'd the words she spoke, 

4 When they from her fair lips did faH, 

• And sweet her lovely look. 

XUII. 

4 Ten thousand glorious deeds to crown, 

4 She caus’d dire war to cease i 
4 A greater empress ne'er was known, 

4 She fix'd the world in peace. 

unr. * 

* Thu last and godlike act achiev'd, 

4 To heav'n she wing'd her flight r 

4 Her loss with tears all Europe griev’d, 

4 Their strength and dear delight. 

XLV. 

4 Leave we in bliss this beav’nly sa int , 

4 Revere, ye just, her nmi 
4 Her virtues high and excellent, 

4 Astrea gone, we moan- 
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1U 1. 

‘ Commemorate, my Sobs, die da.} 

* Which gave great Anna birth ; 

‘ Keep it for ever and for uye, 

‘ 4nd annual be your mirth.' 

urn. 

Illustrious George now fills thedtbrone, 

Our wise benign good king ; 

Who can his wondrous deeds make known. 

Or bis bright actions sing l 
mi ii. 

Thee, far’ rite Nero, he has deign’d 
To raise to high degree! 

Well thou thy honours hast sustain'd. 

Well vouch’d thy anoestry. 

xu*. 

But pass — These honours on thee laid. 

Can they e’er make thee white ? 

Don’t Gapfcny’s, blood, which thou hast shed. 
Thy guilty soul affright ? 

u 

Oh ! Is there not, grim mortal, tell. 

Planes of bliss and woe ) 

Oh! is there pot a heav’a, a hell ? 

But whither wiK thou go? 

u. 

Cafe nought change thy obdurate mind ? 

Wilt thou for ever sail ? 

The prophet on thee well refined, 

And set thy wit to sale. 
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UT. 

How thou art lost to sense aid shame 
Three countries witness be { 

Thy conduct all just men do blame, 

Lib'ra mas Domme 

UII. 

Dame Justice waits thee, well I ween. 

Her sword is brandish'd high j‘ 

Nought can thee from her vengfcance screen, 
Nor canst thou from her fly. 

uv. 

Heavy her ire will fall on thee. 

The glittering steel is sure s 

Sooner or later, all agree. 

She cuts off the impure. 

LV. 

To her I leave thee, gloomy Peer, 

Think on thy crimes committed! 

Repent, and he for once sincere. 

Thou ne’ar wilt be De-Wittcd. 
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DOWN-HAIL, 

A liltiP . 

To the Tune of King John and the Abbot of 
Canterbury a 

Written h» five ye*r rjiy. 


I sing not old Jason who tra veil’d thro’ Greece, 
To Idas tbe fair maids and possess the rich fleece. 
Nor ring 1 1 ABneas, oho, led by his mother. 

Got rid of one wife, and went far for another, 

* Derry doom, down, hey dotty down. 

u. 

Nor him Who thru’ Asia and Eurtpedid roam, 
Ulysses by name, who ne’er ear’d to go home, 
flat rather desir’d to see cities and men, 

Than return to his farms and converse with old Pen, 
Derry down, &c. 

* nr. 

Haas Homer and Virgil ; their meaning to seek, 
A man must have pok’d into Latin and Greek ; 
Those who love their own tongue, Ve have reason 
to hope, 

Halt read them translated by Drydea and Pope, 
Derry down, &c. 
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IV. 

But I sins of exploits that have lately been done 
By two British, hemes eaird Matthew and John*, 
And how they rid friendly from fine London town. 
Fair Basex to see, and a place they call Hops, 
Derry dawn, dec. 

t. 

Now ere they went out, you may rightly suppose 
How much they discours'd both in prudence and 
prase*. 

For before this great journey was thoroughly con- 
certed, 

Full often they met, and as often they parted, 
Derry down , &c. 

VI. 

tad thus Matthew said, Look you hen, my friend 
John, 

1 fairly have travail'd years thirty mad one. 

And fro’ I mill carry ’d my Sovereign’s wnrrants/ 
1 only have gone upon other folks’ errands, 
Derry dawk, &c, 

TO. 

And now, in this journey w H l fe, I weald have 
A place where to bast 'twin* the court and the gravel 
When joyful to Jive, hot tmwfrUng to die— 
Gadxooks, 1 have just such a place Jn sy eye, 
Derry down, &c. 
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vm. 

There an gar d en* to stately, and arbours so thick, 
A portal of stone, and a fabric of brick * 

The matter next week shall be all in your pow’rj 
Bvtda money, Gadxooki, mast be paid in an boar, 
Derry down , &c. 

«• A- 

For things in this world dost bf law be mads 
Certain) * 

We both must repair unto Oliver Martin, 

For he is a lawyer of worthy renown i 
I’U bring you to see he must fix you at Down, 
Derry down , &c. 

x. 

(tsoth Matthew, I know that from Berwick to 

Dover, 

Tos’re sold all your premises over and over. 

And now if your buyers and sellers agree, 

** may throw all our acres into the South-sea, 
* D e ne y daw, Ac. 

XI. 

But a word to the purpose i to-morrow, dear friend. 
We’ll see what to-night you so highly commend. 
And if with a garden and house I am blest. 

Let the devil and Ceningshy* go with the rest, 
Derry down, dec. 

xvi. 

Than answer’d ’Squire Morley, pray# get a calash, 
tWi tasummCr may ban «nd in winter W9r»plpChi 
* whom i* had afr w t 
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l love dirt and dust, and *tis always my pleasure 
To take with me much of the soil that 1 measure, 
Derry down, &c. 

XIII. 

But Matthew thought better, for Matthew thought 
right, 

And hired a chariot so trim and so tight, 

That extremes both of winter and summer might 
pass, 

For one window was canvas, the other was glass, 
Derry down, &c. 

XIV. 

Draw up, quoth friend Matthew; pull down, quoth 
friend John ; 

We shall be both hotter and colder anon. 

Thus talking and scolding, they forward did s negdi 
Aud Ralpho pac'd by, under Newman' the Ifwwle, 
Der ry down , &c* 


Into an old inn did this equipage roll. 

At a town they call Hodsdeta, the sign of theBuIl ft 
Near a nymph with an urn,that divides the highway, 
And into a puddle throws mother of tea, 

Derry down, &c. 


Come here, my sweet landlady, pray, how d’ye do ? 
Where is Ciciiy so cleanly, and Prudence, and £ ue ? 
And where is the widow that dwelt here below 1 


And the heftier that rang about eight ynftjflgf 
* DeH 
^uon. 


Derr^domm, he. 
urn. m. i. 



And where U you r sitter, so mild and to dear? 
Whose voice to her maids like a trumpet was deer. 
By my troth, she replies, you grow younger^ I 

And pray. Sir, what whm does tH^MK^ns 

drink? 

Derry dhtof, Ac. 


XVIII. 

Why now let me die. Sir, or line i 

*lf I know to which question to anwiF^K first: 

, Why things since I saw you most straggly have 

^The hostler is hang’d and the widow Jlnany’d, 
Derry 4 nm, Ac. 

Vfcnn left a child for the to none, 
An4€ioUy went off with * gcntlqp|p*s parse; 
And as to ay sister, so mild amt so dear, 

SSgj has lain ip the ehunb-yardffoB many a year. 
Deny *■«*' 


Wdl,|iijll to her ashes ; 

She nested red veal, and sim 
Sail afody she knew to cook up a 1 
for tough was J 


grief? 

’d lean beef; 


i her filets, and tender her I 


Derry Amm, dn 


r.8r#ho 

you vbtc’vt 




i iii am 


I should look 
Bid 1 vteld to 
tiriyd 


i myself as unhappily sped. 


w. 

Of mutton a delicate Beck and a breast. 

Shall swim ia the mid ia* which they ^ere dxeat) 
And because you grant folk* are wl|£ rarities takes. 
Addle-eggs shall ha K|1 ootrd, to atop with 
sank bacon. 


Derry* mn, Ac. 

sapper was aerr*d» aad the sheets they «dt 
laid, 

Iforley most lovingly whisper'd the maM. 
mddl was she handsome! why truly t 
rhat Moritj whisper'd we aerer a 
Deny Am*. Ac 

ter. 

up rose these hemes a 
heir horses, like his. were prepajwdtadpa: 
ahea ia the morning Matt ask’d for thehMfct, 
kindly had pgd It the ev'ah* IMtaMk 
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But what did the; talk gt from morning t^lnoon* 
VS In , of spots in *he sun, and the uuu in the moon ; 
Of the( /ar’sgcnlic (empep, f he stocks in the City, 
The vise Minn of Greece, aud the secret Committee, 
berry aOh.i ?, &c. 


So to Harlow they came ; aud liey , where are you all ? 
Show u<< into 'he parlour, anti u.uid when I call: 

M by, your m«#iua have no, motion, your men have 
no life; 

Well, master, 1 hear you have bury’d your wife, 
Derry dau n, Kc. 

XXVIII. 

Xfme this very instant, take care to provide 

sugar, and tons', and a horse and a guide. 
Areftie Harrisons here,both the old and the young ? 
And where stands fV.ir Town, the delight of my song, 
berry duwii Ac. 

- £ XIX - 

0 ’Squire, to the grief of my heart I may say, . 

1 have bura'd^wo wives since |jgu travell'd this way ; 
Ana the Harrisons both may be presently here; 
And L’ovn stands, 1 think, where it stood the last. 


TtMn downy Ac. 

. XXX. 

T&eh Joan brought the teapot, and Ca||t> the toast, 
41* J* wiqe was froth’d -out by the hpd af mine 
host; 
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But we clear’d our extempore banquet to fttst, < 
Tbat#e Hdrrisons both were forgot in the haste 
Derry down, Ac. 

XXXI. 

Now hey for Down- Hall ; for the guide he wat 
rot i 

The chariot waa mounted, the hortea did trot ; 
The guide he did bring us a dozen mile* round | 
But, oh 1 all in rain, for no Down could be found, 
Derry down, foe. 

XXXII. 

0 thou Popish guide, thou hast led us astray. 
Says he. How the devil should 1 know the way? 

1 never yet traveH’d this road in my life { 

But Down lies on the left, 1 was told by my wife, 
Derry dwt, fee. 

XXXIII. 

Thy wife, answer’d Matthew, when she went afffload. 
Ne’er told thee of half the by-ways she had food t 
Perhaps, she met friend^ and brought pence to 
thy home, 

-But thou shnlt gs home without ermjk aodfc 
Derry down, fee. 

xxxi v'. 

What is this thing, Morley, and how esB^ini 
It? 

We have feet our estate here before we have se en It • 
Have pedfcnee, soft Morley, in 
To ftud ont our way, let tsa tend c* edrjpili, m 
Der ry d m * , fee. 

9 
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XXXV. 

O here I spy Down) cast your eye to tbe west, 
Whefe a windmill so stately stands plainly confest. 
On the West! reply d Matthew, no windmill I 
' find ; 

As well thou mayst tell me 1 see the west wind. 
Berry dou riy Ac. 

xxx u. 

Now pardon me, Morle; , the windmill I spy. 
But, faithful Achates, no house is there nigh. 
Look again, says mild Morlcy, Gadaooks you are 
blinti ) 

The mill stand? before, and the house lies behind. 
Berry ltown, &c. 

xxxvii. 

O now a low ruin'd white shed I discern. 

Until'd and un&la/V, 1 believe ’tis a barn. 

A barn! why you rave; ’tis a house for a ’squire, 
A Justice of pc«cc, or a knight of our shire, 
Berry dau'ti , Ac. 

xxxvui. 

4 g& hgpse should be built or with brick or with stone. 
Why, ’tis plaister and lath, and 1 think that’s all 
one: 

And suclj as it is, it has stood with great fame. 
Been called a Hall, and has given its name 
Bown, hey derry down. 

XXXIX. 

OJ|«||gr, 0 Morley, if that he a Hall, 

^he fi IBM with the building will suddenly fall—* 
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With jour friend Jemmy Gibbs about boHdinjfl 
* agTce, 

My business is laud, and it matters not me* 
Lerry down, &c. 

XL. 

I wish you could tell what the deuce your head ails 
1 show’d you Down-Hall, did jou look for Ver- 
sailles ? 

Then take house and farm as John Ballet will let ye, 
For better for worse, as 1 took my dame Betty, 
Utrry down, &c. 

xu. 

And now, fir, a word to the wise is enough t 
1 ou II make very little of alt your old stuff) 

And to build at jour age, by my troth you grow 
simple ; 

Are you young and rich, like the master of Wim<* 
pie * ? 

Deny down , &c. 

xut* 

If you have these whims of apartments and gardens. 
From twice fift j acres you’ 4 ne’er see fire&rtktofl# 
And in jours 1 shall hud the true gentleman’s fbte, 
Ere you finish jour house you’ll hare spent your 
estate, 

Derry down , &c. 

XUII. 

Now let us touch thumbs t and be friends flume part. 
Here, JohUfis my thumb i and here, 

' Mmid, Imc Earl of Orta* 



3J2 


fefe-3f*l«tead I speed, and go you back to town.; 
Diua end* the Ant part of the Ballad of pown, 
Derry down, down, hey deny down . 


A SONG, 

If -wine and music have the pow’r 
To ease the sickness .of the soul. 

Let Phoebus ev’ry string explore, 

And Bacchus fill the sprightly bowl : 
'Let them their friendly aid employ 
To make my Chloe's absence light. 
And seek for pleasure, to destroy 
The sorrows of this live-long night. 
But she to-morrow wiH returd ; 

Venus, be thou to-morrow greats 
Thy myrtles straw, thy odours bum. 

And meet thy fav’rite nymph in state. 
Kind Goddess, to no oth$r pc**’rs 
Let ns to-morrow’s blessings own, 
*Tbj darling Love* shj H guide the hours. 
And nil the -thine alone. 
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SONGS SET TO MUSIC 

UT THE MOST EMINENT MASTERS. 


I. SET BY MR. ABEL. 

Reading ends in melancholy. 

Wine breeds vices and diseases. 

Wealth is but care, and love but folly. 

Only friendship truly pleases. 

M> wealth, my books, my flask, my Molly, 
Farewell all, if friendship ceases. 


II. SET BY MR. PURCELL 
' v. 

W hither would my passion ran ? 

Shall 1 fly her or pursue her ? 

Losing her, 1 am undone, 

Yet would not gain her, to undo her. 

ii. 

Ye tyrants of the human breast. 

Love and Reason ! cease your war. 
And order death to give me rtst, 

So each will equal triumph shun. 





.IJ?* mm «ko baiun. 

in. SET BY MR. DE FESCH. 


Si4srao«sm, why d’j* fiy me. 
With such rigour in jour eyea ? 

Old! ’tic cruel to deny me. 

Since your charms I so mneh^prfee.* 


But I plainly see the reason 
Why in rain I you pursu’d « 

Her to gain ’twas out of season* 
Who before the chop lain woo'd. 


IV. 


SET BY MR. SMITH. 


Cohi, weep no more, for ’tie in vain * 
Torment not thus your pretty heart i 
Think, Flmria, we may meet again. 

As well as that we now must part. 

n. 

You sigh and weqp i the gods negl e ct 
That precious dew your eyes let fall* 
Our joy and grief with like respect 
• They mind, and that is not at all. 

in. 

We pray, in hbpes they vfll be kind. 
As if they did regard nor state « 

They hear, and the return we find. 

Is, that no pnsj’rs can alter Fate. 


Than dear jour brow and look more gay i 
Do not yourself to grief resign t 

Who knows, but that those powers maj 
1% pair thej now have parted join 2 
v. 

But since thej have thus cruel been. 

And could such constant lovers sever, 

1 dare net trust, lest now they’re in, 

Yhej should divide us two for ever. 

n. 

Then, Fla vis, come, and let us grieve, 
Rememb’ring, though, upon what score ; 

This our last parting look believe. 

Believe we must embrace no more. 

VII. 

Yet should'our suh shine out at last. 

And Fortune, without more deceit. 

Throw but one reconciling cast * 

To make two wand’ring levers meet » 

VIII. 

How great would then our pleasure be. 

To find HeaVn kinder than believ'd | 

And we who had no hopes to see 
Each other, to be thus deceiv'd ! 

IX. 

But say, should Heev*u bring no relief. 
Suppose our sun should never vise. 

Why then, what's due to suoh a grief 
We've paidahee^l with** eyes. 
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y. SET EY MR. D|£ FESCH. 

i. 

L«r perjur’d fair Amenta know 
What for her sake I undergo ; 

Tell her, for her how L sustain 
A lingering fever’s wasting pain $ 

Tell her the torments 1 endure?’ 

Which only, only she can cure. 

ii. 

But, oh ! she scorns to hear or see 
The wretch that lies so low as me ; 

Her sudden greatness turns her brain. 

And Strephon hopes, alas ! in vain ; 

For ne'er ’twas found (tho’ often try’d) 
That Pity ever dwelt with Pride. 


VI. SET BY MR. SMITH. 

* i. 

P hillis, since we have both been kind. 

. And of each other had our fill. 

Tell me what pleasure you can find 
In forcing Nature ’gainst her will. 

ft* 

■Tis true, yon may with art and pain 
Keep in some glowuqpf-of desire, 

Bnt still those gl owing s which remain 
Are only a sh o a dg N fra 
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III. 

Then let ns free each other's soul. 

And laugh at the dull constant fool, 

WlM&Gould Love's liberty controul 
And teach us how to whine by rule. 

IV. 

I*t us no impositions set, 

Or clogs upon each other's heart ; 

But as for pleasure first we met. 

So now for pleasure let us part. 

v. 

We both have spent our stock of love, 
So consequently should be free ; 

Thyrsis expects you in yon grove. 

And pretty Chloris stays for me. 


VII. SET BY MR. DE FESCH-t 

v. 

Psnui, this pious talk give o'er. 

And modestly pretend no more. 

It is too plain an art : 

Surely you take me for a fool. 

And would by this prove me so dull 
As not to know your heart. 

ii. 

In vain you fancy to lepftet 
For truly I can ne’er behevft 
But th|s is atlatffanmt *¥ * 
vol. i. r 


tsr 
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Since any one may plainly see 
You'd only save yourself with me. 
And with another damn. 


’VIII. SET BY MR. SMITH. 
f - * 

Stiia, Doriuda, I adore 9 

Think I mean not to deceive ye. 

For I lov’d you much before. 

And, alas ! now love yen more, 

Ttao’ I force myself to leave yen. 

if. 

Staying:, I my vows shall fail. 

Virtue yields as love grows stronger* 
Fierce desires will prevail. 

You are fair and I am flrail. 

And dare trust myself no longer. 

m. 

You, my love, too nicely coy. 

Lest 1 should have gain'd the treasure. 
Made my vows and oaths destroy 
The pleasing hopes I did exgoy 

Of all my future peace and pleasure. 


To my vows I hove 
And in silence hid 
Bat I cannot promts*. 
What my love may 
While With her 
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V. 

* Tor in thee strange magic Ike, 

* And my heart is too, tee tender < 
Noflpag’s proof against these eyes, 
Best resolves and strictest ties 

To their force most soon surrender. 

VI. 

But, Dorinda, you’re severe, 

I much floating thus to seven 
Since from all I hold most dear, 

That you may no longer feu-, 

I divorce myself for ever. 


IX. SET BY MH. DE FE 5 CH. 

i. 

Is it, O Love, thy want of eyes, 

Or by the Fates decreed. 

That hearts 40 seldom sympathise. 

Or for each other bleed ? 

u. 

If thou wouldst make two youthful hearts 
One am’rous shaft obey, 

*Twould save the expence of darts. 

And mote extend thy sway. 

Forbear, alas] tbriM^destroy 
Thyself, thy grcfwpg pow’r. 

For that which woiM be stretch’d by jay 
Despair will sec— lever. 

w2 
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IT. 

Ah ! wound then m y relentless fair. 
For thy own sake and mine, 

That boundless bliss may be my share, 
AM. double glory thine. 


X- SET BY ME. SMITH* 

Why, Harry, what ails you? why look you so 
sad ? 

To think, and ne'er drink, will make you stark 
mad. 

*Tis the mistress, the friend, and the bottle, olA 
hoy. 

Which create all the pleasure poor mortals enjoy t 

But wine of the three V the most cordial brother. 

For one it relieves, and it strengthens the other. 


XI. SET BY MR. DE FESCH, 


Mokella, charming without art, 
And kind without design. 

Can never lose the smallest part 
Of sach a heart asjpna. 



Oblige « tfaonwnd lev’ral way*. 

It ne'er can break her chains. 

While passion, which her beautfeto raise. 
My gratituc|p maintains. 


XII. SET BY MR, SMITIS* 


SnrcE my words, tho* ne'er so tender 
With sineerest truth exprest. 

Cannot make your heart surrender. 

Nor so much as warm your breast ; 

si. 

What will move the string's of Nature ? 
'What will make you think me true? 

'Tell me, thou mysterious creature. 

Tell poor Strephon what will do. 

m# 

Do not, Charmion, rack your lover 
Thus, by teeming not to know 

What so plainly all discover. 

What his eyes so plainly show. 

¥ w. 

fair one, *tis yourself deoeiving, 

*Tis against your reason’s lawsv 

Jktbeists like, (th' elect 

Still to disbelieve the causa. 

r 3 
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£ r. 

Lofi ! inform thy faithful creature 
How to keep his fair one's heatata 
Must it be by truth of oatup. 

* Or by poor dissembiing|fiP?‘ 

ii. 

Tell the secret, show the wonder. 
How wc both may gain our ends { 
l am lost if we're asunder, 

'Ever tortur’d if we're friends. 


XIV. SET BY MR. SMITH. 


Onc« I was unconfin’d and free. 
Would I had been so still ! 
Enjoying sweetest liberty. 

And roving at my will. 

' it. 

But now, not master of my heart, 
Cupid does so decide. 

That two she tyrants shall it part. 
And so poor me divide. 

in. 

Victoridb will I most obey, 

$ha acta without contraul * 



Phillis has such a taking way. 

She charms my very soul. 

IV. 

Deceiv'd by Phillis* looks and smil a 
Into her snares I run $ 

Victoria shows me all her wiles. 
Which yet 1 dare not shun. 

v. 

From one I fanry ev’ry kiss 
Has something in’t divine. 

And awful taste the balmy bliss 
That joins her lips with mine 

VI. » 

But when with t'other 1 embrace, 
Tho’ she be not a queen, 
Slethinks ’tis sweet, with such a lass. 
To tumble on the green. 

ni. 

Thus here yon see a shared heart. 
But 1 mean while the fool 
Each in it has an equal part. 

But neither yet the whole. 

vm 

Nor will it, if I right forecast. 

To either wholly yield i 
I find the time approaches fast 
When both must quit the field. 



XV. SET B7 MR. DS VBSCH. 


Farswbxa, Amynta, we must part I 
The charm hat lost its pow’r. 
Which held to fast my cap tir’d, heart 
Until this fatal hour. ^ 


n. 

Hadtt thou not thus my love abus’d. 
And us’d me ne’er so ill. 

Thy cfielty I had excus'd, 

AnftLl had lbv’d thee still. 

* iu. 

But knfKpr, my tool disdain’d thy sway. 
And scomt thy charms and thee. 

To which each fiutt’ring coxcomb may 
As welcome be as me. 


IV. 

Think hi what perfect bliss you ipign’d. 
For Ipv'd before thy fall, 

And now, alas ! how much disdain’d 
By me, and scorn’d by alL 

▼. 

Yet duhkin; of eaok happy hoar 
Which 1 with thee have spent. 

So robs my rage of all its pow’r. 

That I almost relent. 
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VI. 

Bat pride 'will never let me bow ; 

No more thy charms can move ; 

Yet thou art worth my pity now, 

B^bause thou hadst my love. 


XVI. SET BY MR SMITH 


-Accept, my Love, as true a heart 
As ever lover gave ; n 

Ti* f»ee (it vow,) from any art. 

And proud to be your slave. 

Then *ake it kindly, as *twas meant, 
And let the giv'cr live. 

Who with it would the world have soil 
Had it been his to give. 

in. 

And that Dorinda may not feu- 
1 e'er will prove untrue, s 

My vows shall, ending with the year. 
With it begin a new. 



XVII. SET BY MR. D£ FBSCH. 


x. 

Najott blushes when I woo her* 

And with kindly chiding eyes 
Faintly says I ahall undo hfj 
* Faintly* O forbear ! she cries. 

At her breaata while I am pressing. 
While to hem my lipa I join. 

Warm'd, the teem* to taste the blessing. 
And her kisses answer mine. 

Xu. 

Pfdebeairh'd by rnlea of honour. 
Innocence with Nature charms » 

One bids gently pyih me from her. 
T'other taka me in her arms. 


• XVIII. SET BY ME. SMITH, 
x. 

$»cn me your husband daOy see 
So jealoua out of aneann, 

Fhlllla, let yon and I agree 
To make him eo with w ee n 
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II. 

Fm vex’d to think that ev’ry night 
A tot, within thj nrmi, 

Tasting the most divine delight. 

Should rally all your charma. 

iii. 

While fretting I must lie alone, 

Cureing the Pow’rs divine. 

That undeservedly have thrown 
A pearl unto a iwine. 

if. 

Then, Phillii, heal my wounded bempt, 

My burning pan ion cool i 
Let me at least la thee have part 
With thy insipid fool. 

v. 

Let him by night his joys pursue, 

And blunder in the dtrk, 

While I by day enjoying you, 

Can see to hit the mark. 


XIX. SIT BY KB. C. R. 

i. 

Pulls, gift this humour over. 

We too long have time abas'd i 
1 shall tarn an er r ant rover 
If the frvev’s still rafhs’d. 



Faith, %§ nonsense out of i 
Without ending, thus to see 
Women forc’d to taste a pleasure. 
Which they love as well as we* 


itx. 

Let not pTide and folly share von. 
We were made but to enjoy"; 
Ne’er will age or censure spare you 
£’er the more for being coy. 


IF. 

Never fancy time’s before you ; 

Youth, believe me* will away t 
Then, alas ! who will adore you. 
Or to wrinkles tribute pay ? 


AH the swains on you attending 

Show bow much your charms deserve ; 
But, miser-like, for fear of spending. 
You amidst your plenty starve. 


While a thousand freer IsfHn, 

%ho their youth and charms employ, 
Tho* your beauty theirs surpasses, 

. Live in for more perfect joy. 
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XX. SET BY MR. DE FESCHT 

» 

i. 

Since by ill fate I'm forc’d away, 

And snatch’d so soon from those dear arms. 
Against my will I must obey. 

And leave those sweet endearing charms. 

ii. 

Yet still love on, and never fear 
But you and constancy will prove 
Enough my present flame to bear. 

And make me, tho’ in absence, love. 

in. 

For tho’ your presence Fate denies, 

1 feel, alas ! the killing smart. 

And can with undiscerned eyes 
Behold your picture in my heart. 


XXI. SET BY MR. DE FESCH. 

Touch the lyre, touch ev’ry string ; 

Touch it, Orpheus ; I will sing 
A song which shall immortal be. 

Since she 1 sing’s a deity ; _ 

A Leonora,* whose blest birth 
Has no relation to this earth. 


vou t. 
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no 


Ik vain, alas 1 poor Strephon trio* 

To eaae his tortur'd breast. 

Since Amoret the cure denies. 

And makes his pain a jest* 
ir. 

Ah 1 fair one, why to me so coy. 

And why to him so true ? 

Who with more coldness slights the joy 
Than I with love pursue. 

in. 

Die, then, unhappy lover, die i 
For since she give* thee death. 

The world has nothing that can boy 
A minute more of breath. 

IV. 

Yet tho’ I could your scorn outlive, 
’Twere folly, since Jo me 

Rot love Itself a joy can gits 
Mot Amoret in thee. 


XXm. SET BY MR. DE FJESCH. 

U 

Wm, 1 will nsver m o*b complain, 

OreaU the Pams unkind i 
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ALm ! how fond it is, how vain I 
But self-conoeitedness does reign 
In ev’iy mortal mind. 

ii. 

Tit true, they long did me deny* 

Nor would permit a light ; 

I rag’d, for I could not espy. 

Or think that aiy harm could lie 
Disguis’d in that delight. 

■u. 

At last, my washes to fulfil. 

They did ^their pow’r resign « 

1 saw her, bat I wish I still 
Had been obedient to their will. 

And they not unto mine. 

IV. 

Yet I by this have leara’d the wit 
Never to grieve or fret i 
Contentedly 1 will sub opt, 

And think that beat which they think fr. 
Without the least regent. 


XXIV. SET BY MR. C. R» 


Chios beauty has and wit. 

And an air that is apt commons 
Ev’ry charm in her do# meet. 
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II. 

But we^do not only find 

Here a lovely face or feature. 

For she's merciful and kind ; 

Beauty's answer'd by good-nature. 

in. 

She is always doing good. 

Of her favours never sparing 
And, as all good Christians should. 

Keeps poor mortals from despairing. 

iv. 

Jove the pow'r knew of her charms. 

And that no man could endure 'em. 

So providing 'gainst all barms. 

Gave to her the pow'r to cure 'em. 

v. 

And ’twou'd be a cruel thing. 

When her black eyes have rais'd desire. 
Should she hot her bucket bring. 

And kindly help to quench the fire. 


XXV. 


Since Moggy 1 mun bid adieu. 

How can 1 help despairing ? 

Let cruel Fate us still p#suc. 

There's n ough t more wort h my caring. 



feONCS AK» BAUiSf, m 

H. 

*Twas the alone eould calm mj soul. 

When racking thoughts did grieve me ; 

Her eves my trouble cou'cf controul. 

And into joys deceive me. 

in. 

Farewell, yc brooks ! no more along 
Your banks mun 1 be walking : 

No more you'll hear my pipe or tong. 

Or pretty Moggy's talking. 

IV. 

But 1 by death an end will give 
To grief, since we mun sever s 

For who can after parting live 
Ought to be wretched ever. 


XXVI. 


Some kind angel, gently flying* 
'Mov'd with pity at my pain. 
Tell Corinna I am dying. 

Till with joy we meet again. 

ii. 

Tell Corinna, since we parted 
I have never known delight. 
And shall soon be broken-hearted. 
Jf I longer want her sight. 

Hi 
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hi. 

Tell her how her lover, mourning-. 
Thinks each lazy day a year. 
Cursing ev’ry mom returning, 

Since Corinna is not here. 

t fv * * 

Tell her, too, not distant placed. 

Will she be but true and kind. 
Join’d with time and change of faces. 
E’er shall shake my constant mind. 


XXVII. 

,.*H aitu, my Nannettc, 
My lovely maid. 

Haste to the bow’r 
Thy swain has made. 

ir. For thee alone 
I made the bow’r 
And strew ’d the couch 
With many a flow’r. 

in. None but my sheep 
Shall near us come : 

Venus be prais’d 
My sheep are dumb. 

iv. Great God of love 
fake thou my crook 
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To keep the wolf 
From Nan ne tie’s flock. 

v. Guard tbou the sheep. 
To her so dear ; 

M y own, alas ! 

Are less my care. 

vi. But of the wolf 
If thou’rt afraid, 

Come not to us 

To call for ard ; 

vii. For with hpr swain 
My love shall stay, 

Tho’ the wolf stroll 
And the sheep stray. 


XXVIII. NELLY 


W amrr others proclaim 
This nymph or that swain. 

Dearest Nelly the lovely 1*11 sing & 
She shall grace ev’ry verse, 

1*11 her beauties rehearse. 

Which lovers can’t think an 01 thing, 
n. 

Her eyes shine as bright 
As stars in the night { 

Her complexion’s dhriaefy fiur| „ 




pip< red as a cherry, 

6u’d a h^onit make merry, 

AmyfljfoP as a coal is her hair. 

in. 

Her br*fl», like a rose, 

_ifeer& does disclose. 

Whenever you ravish a 
Like iv'ry inchas d. 

Her teeth are well plac'd j 
An exquisite beauty she is. 

IV. 

Her plump breasts are white. 

Delighting the sight. 

There Cupid discovers her charms , 
Oh ! spare then the rest. 

And think of the best i 

*Tis bcavn to die in her arms. 

▼. 

tube’s bleoinhf as May, 

Brisk, Uvefy^and gay, 

The Graces play all round about her % 
She’s prudent and witty, 

Sings wondronsly pretty, 

, And there is no living without her. 
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Philomel, his funral verse, 
JgiLgiious Redbreasts, deck Ui hearse ; 
fpr Swains, exiepd jour dying throats, 
Columbo’ s death requites jour notes ; 

For him, my friend, for him 1 moan. 

My dear Columbo, dead and gone. 

Stretch’d on the bier Columho lies. 
Pale are his cheeks, «md cldfl’-d his eyes • 
Those cheeks, where beauty smiling lay. 
Those eyes, where lore was us’d to play $ 
Ah l cruel i ate, alas 1 how soon 
That beauty and those joys are flotfn ! 

Columbo is no more s ye Floods, 

Blear the sad sound to distant woods | 

The sound let Echo’s voice revere. 

And say, Columbo is no more. 

Ye Floods, ye W oods, ye Echoes, moan 
My dear Cohimbo, dead and gone. 

Hie Dryacjs^ll forsook the wood. 

And mounrofct .Ksdad s round me stood. 
The tripping Fawns and Fairies came. 
All conscious of our mutual flame. 

To sigh for him, with me to moan. 

My dear Columbo, dead and gone. 

Venus disdain d not to appear, 

Tb lend my^grief a friendly ear i 
But wtfat avails her kindness now I 
Sft ne’er shall hear m second vows 
The loves that round tfacjr mother flew. 
Did in her face her sorrows view p 
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Their drooping wings they pensive hung, 

Their arrows broke, their bows unstrung { 

They heard attentive what I said, 

And wept with ate, Columfw> dead : i>0 

For him 1 siglf,%r him I moan. 

My dear ( olumbo, dead and gone. 

Tis ours to weep, great Venus said, 

’Tis Jove's alone to be obey’d ; 

Nor birds nor goddesses can move 
The just behests of fatal Jove : 

I saw thy mate with sad regret. 

And curs'd the fowler’s cruel nett 
Ah I dear C dtumbo, how he fell. 

Whom Turturella lov’d so well I 00 

I saw him bleeding on the ground. 

The sight tore up my ancient wound c 
And whilst you wept, alas I I cry’d, 

Colombo and Adonis dy’d. 

Weep, all ye streams, ye moOKtalhs, groan* 

I mourn Col utobo* diaftl and genii 
Still let my tender grief complain. 

Nor day nor night that gtfef restrain? 

I said, and Venus still repty’d, 

Colombo and Adonis dy’d. 70 

S. Poor Turturella, hard tfaj erne. 

And just thy tears, alas, alas 1 

T. And hast *hou lov'd, and canst thou hdlit 
With piteous heart h iorftr* care t 

Come, te, with in Ay sottows job. 

And naan my worn, by tailing tfcfami 
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For thou, poor bird, perhaps mayst moas 
Sony* Passerella, dead an^gohe. 

T ^s. Dame Turtle, this runs soft in rhyme, 

Dut neither suits the place nor time * 80 

The fowler's hand, whose cruel oare 
For dear Columho set the snare. 

The snare again for thee qpay §e|^j 
Two birds may perish in outlet : 

Thou shouldst avoid this cruel field. 

And sorrow should to prudence yield. 

*Tis sad to die — 

T. ■ -It may be so « 

’Tis sadder yet to live in woe. 

S. When widows use their canting strain, 90 
They seem resolv'd to wed again. 

T„ When wid’wers would this truth disprove, 
They never tasted real love. 

S. Love is soft joy and gentle Btrife, 

His efforts pi} append on lifp.t 
When he has &r©wn two gatdee darts. 

And struck the lovers* mntual hearts. 

Of his black shafts let Death send one, 

Alas the pleasing game is done i 

ill » the poor survivor sped, )00 

X corpse feels mighty paid in bed. 

Venus said right, Aor tears can move 
Btayplaints revoke the will of Jove, 

SU m*ut obey the ^n’raidoom,- 
Down to Top jBfeamb. 



TILE TURTfcH ^H> SPARROW. 


I«I 


Grim Pluto will not be withstood 
By force or craft, Tali Jjlobiahood, 

As well as little JohA, is dead, 

(You see how ^epply I am read) 

With Fate’s leap (tipstaff nose can dodge, 1 10 
He'll hud you out where’er you lodge. 

Ajax, to shun his ge&’ral pow’r. 

In yam absconded in a dow’r : 

An idle scene Tytbonus acted. 

When to a grasshopper contracted. 

Death struck them in those dupes again. 

As once he did when they were men. 

For reptiles perish, plants decay j *1 

Flesh is but gra*s, grass turns to hay, > 

And hay to dung, and dung to clay. 12Q J 

Thus heads extremely nice discover 
That folks may die, some ten times over » 

But oft by too refin’d a touch 

To prove things plain, they puma too much. 

Whate’er Pythajftfprmay say, 

(For each, yon knew, will have his way) 

With great submission 1 pronounce 

That people die no more thUu once i 

Bat once is sure, and death is common 

To bird and man, including womans ISO 

From the spread eagle to the wren, 

Alas 1 no mortal fowl knows when. 

An that wear fepthf , first or last, ’ 

Must one dprpenifcjft Charon's mflifiy 

PRIOR. TOC. I, A 
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Must lie beneath the cypress* shade, 

Where Strada’s nightingale was laid. 

^fhose fowls who seem alive to sit. 

Assembled by Dan Chaucer’s wit, 

In prose have slept three hundred years, 

Exempt from worldly hopes and fear 9 , ] 4 

And, laid in state upon tfeeir hearse, 

Are truly but embalm’d in Htse. 

As sure as Lchbia't, Sparrow 1, 

Thou sure as Prior’s Dove, must die. 

And ne’er again from Lethe's streams 
Return to Adda or to Thames. 

T. I therefore weep Columbo dead. 

My hopes bereav’d, my pleasures fled; 

1 therefore must for ever moan 
My dear Columbo, dead and gone. 15< 

S. Columbo never sees your teara, 

Your cries Columbo never hears ; 

A wall oi low and one of lead 
Divide the living from the dead : 

Repell’d by this, the gather’d rain 
Of tears beats back to earth again ; 

In t’other the collected sound 
Of groans, when once receiv’d, is drown’d. 

*Tis therefore vain one hour to grieve 
What time itself can ne’er retrieve. J6C 

By nature soft, I know a dove 
Can newt live without her kte; 

Then qtD this flame, and H f ht aa ot ber, 


Dame, 1 advise you like a brother. 
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T. What, I to make a second choice ! 

In other nuptials to rejoice 1 

S. Why not, my bird ?— 

T. — No, Sparrow, no ; 

Let me indulge my pleasing woe : * 

Thus sighing, cooing, ease qiy pain, 170 

But never wish nor love again : 

Distress'd, for ever let me moan 
My dear Columbo, dead and gone. 

S. Our winged friends thro’ all the grove 
Contemn thy mad excess of love : 

1 tell thee. Dame, the other day 
1 met a parrot and a jay, 

Who mock’d thee in their mimic tone. 

And wept Columbo, dead and gone. 

T- Whatc’er the jay or parrot said, 1 R0 

My hopes arc lost, my joys are fled. 

And I tor ever must deplore 
Columbo, dead and gone.— S. Encore / 

For shame, forsake tbip Byou-style j 
We’ll talk au hour and walk a male. 

Does it with sense or health agree 
To sit thus moping on a tree ? 

To throw away a widow’s lift*. 

When you again may he a wife ? 

Come on. I’ll tell yon my amours < 

Who knows but they may influence years * 
Example draws when precept fhib. 

And sermons mm HmmmA then tries. 
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T. Sparrow, 1 take thee for pay friend ; 

As such will hear thee : I descend j 
Hop on and talk ; but, honest bird. 

Take care that no immodest word 
'May venture to offend my ear. 

S. Too saint-like Turtle, never fear ; 

By method things are iMpt dhcjut, 200 

Begin we then with wife thtfffm: 

A handsome, senseless, awkward fool. 

Who would not yield, and could not rule. 

Her actions did her charms disgrace, 

And still her tongue talk’d of her free ? 

Count me the leaves of yonder tree, 

So many diff’rent wills had she, 

And,4ike the leaves, as Chance inclin'd, 

Those wills were chang’d with ev'ry wind - 
She courted the bcau-monde to-nighf, 210 

L'ataetnblee her supreme delight ; 

The hext she sat immur’d, unseen, 

And in fuH health enjoy’d the spleen ; 

She censur’d that, the alter’d thin, 

And with great cere set aB amiss » 

She now could chide, now laugh, now cry. 

Now sing, now pout, all God knows why : 

Short ^ras her reign, the cough’d an i if A. 
Proceed we to my second bride. 

Well born aha was, geatedy hied, 220 

And buxom both at board and bed* 

Glad to oblige, and pda rfd mpteOK, 

And, as Tom Southern wisely says, 
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No other fault .had Bhe in life, 

But only that she was my wife *. 

Oh widow Turtle ! ev’ry she, 

(So nature’s pleasure does decree) 

Appears a Goddess till eqjoy’d ; 

But birds, and men, aad Gods, are cloy'd. 
Was Hercules one woman’s man ? 

Or Jove for ever Leda’s swan ? 

Ah 1 Madam, cease to be mistaken. 

Few marry’d fowl peck Dunmow bacon. 
Variety alone gives joy ; 

The sweetest meats the soonest cloy. 

What Sparrow, Dame, what Dove alive, 
Tho' Venus should the chariot drive, 

But would accuse the harness’ weight. 

If always coupled to one mate, 

And often wish the fetter broke ? 

’Tis freedom but to change the yoke. 

T. Impious wish to wed again. 

Ere death dissolv’d the former chain 1 

S. Spare your remark, and hear the rest. 
She brought me sons, bat Jove be blest, 
She dy’d in childbed on the nest. 

Well, rest her bones, quoth I, she’s gone ; 
But must I, therefore, lie alone ? 

What, am I to her mem’ry ty’d ? 

Must 1 not live because she dy’d ? 

And thus 1 logically said, 

(’Tis good to have a reas’niug head) 

* See the Wife* Excuse, s comedy. 

R 3 
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Ja (.his my wife ? probatur not<j 
For death dissolv’d the marriage-knot : 

She fcas, concedo , during life ; 

But is a piece of clay a wife ? 

Again, if not wife, do ye see, 

Why then, no kin at all to me ; 

And he who gen’ ml tears can jhed. 

For foil:* that happen to be dead,' 2oO 

May e’en with equal justice mourn 
For those who never yet were born. 

T. Those points, indeed, you quaintly prove, 
But logic is no friend to love. 

S. My children then were just pen-fcather'd ; 
Sonic little corn for them 1 gather'd. 

And sent them to my spouse’s mother, 

So left that brood to get another : 

And as old Harry whilom said, 

Reflecting on Anne Boleyn dead, 27 0 

Cocksbones, 1 now again do stand, 

The jolly’st bachelor i’ th’ land. 

T. Ah me I my joys, my hopes are fled ; 

My first, my only love is dead ? 

With endless grief let me bemoan 
Colombo's loss 

S. -—Let me go on. 

As yet my fortune was hut narrow ; * 

I woo’d my cousin, Phiily Sparrow, 

O’ th’ elder boose of Chirping-Bad, 

From wbenoe the younger branch descend. 
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W ell seated in a field of pease, 

Mie liv’d, extremely at lier ease ; 

But when the honey-moon was past, 

The following nights were soon o'ercast ; 
She kept her own, could plead the luw. 

And quarrel for a barlcy-Btraw : 

Iiolh, you may judge, became less kind, 

As more we knew each other’s mind. 

She soon grew sullen, 1 hard-hearted ; 

A\ c scolded, hated, fought, and parted. 

To London, blessed town, I went ; 

Mie hoarded at a farm in Kent : 

A magjije from the country fled, 

A.nd kindly told me she was dead ; 

1 prun’d my feathers, cock d my tail, 

And set my heart again to sale. 

My fourth, a mere coquette, or such 
I thought her, nor avails it much. 

If true or false : our troubles spring 
More from the fancy than the thing. 

Two staring horns, I often said, 

But ill become a Sparrow's head | , 

But then to set that balance eves, 

Your cuckold Sparrow goes to heav’n. 

The thing you fear, suppose is done, 

If you inquire, you make it known \ 

Whilst at the root your boms are sore. 

The more you scratch they ache the more. 
But turn the tables and reMfct, 

All may not be that yon suspect : 
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no 
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By the mind's eye the horns we mean 
Ar& only in ideas seeu ; 

*Tis from the inside o’ the head 

Their branches shoot, their antlers spread j 

Fruitful suspicions often bear ’em. 

You feel ’em from the time you fear ’em $ 

Cuckoo ! Cuckoo ! that eoho’^ word 
Offends the car of vulgar bird ; ' 

Hut those of liner taste have found, 320 

There’s nothing in’t beside the sound. 

Preferment always 'waits on horns, 

And household peace the gift adorns : 

This way or that let factions tend. 

The spark is still the cuckold’s friend : 

This way or that let madam roam, 

Well pleas’d and quiet she comes home. 

Now weigh the pleasure with the pain. 

The plus and mbms y loss and gain. 

And what La Fontaine laughing says 330 

Is serious truth in such tr case : 

4 Who slights the evil finds it least y 
* And who does nothing does the best/ 

1 never strove to rule the roast. 

She ne’er refus’d to pledge my toast : 

In visits if we chanc’d to meet, 

1 seem'd obliging, she discreet ; 

We neither much caress’d, nor strove, 

But good dissembling past for love. 

T. Whatever of ouTs eye map know, 3 K) 
’Tis only light itself can show y 
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Whatever of love our hearts can feci, 

’Tib mutual love alone can tell. 

S. My pretty, am’rou9, foolish bird, 

A moment’s patience. In one word, . 

The three kind sisters broke the chain ; 

She dy’d, I mourn’d, and woo’d again. 

T. Let me with juster grief deplore 
My dear Columbo, now no more ; 

Let me with constant tears bewail — 350 

S. Your sorrow does but spoil my tale. 

My fifth she prov’d a jealous wife. 

Lord shield us all from such a life ! 

’Twas doubt, complaint, reply, chit-chat, 

’Tuas this to-day, to-morrow that. 

Sometimes, forsooth ^upon the brook 
I kept a mis= ; an honest rook 
Told it a snipe, who told a steer, 

Who told it those who told it her. 

One day a linnet and a lark 300 

Had met mo strolling in the dark ; 

The next a woodcock and an owl, 

Quicksighted, grave, and sober fowl, 

Would on their corp’ral oath allege 
I kiss’d a hen belynd the hedge. 

Well, Madam Turtle, to be brief, 

(Repeating but renews our grief) 

As once she watch'd me from a rail, 

Poot soul ! her footing chade’d to fail, 

Add down she fell aad b rofetfeer hip * 

The fever came, and then the pip : 


370 



100 


TALES. 


Death did the only cure applj j 
She was at quiet, ho was 1. 

T. Could Love unmov'd these changes view ? 
His sortrowB as his joys are true. 

S. My dearest Dove, one wise man says, 
Alluding to our present case, 

4 We’re here to-day and gone ty-morrow,’ 

Then what avails superfious sorrow ? 

Another full as wise as he 5 80 

Adds, that 4 a marry ’d man may see 
k Two happy hour* and which are they ? 

The first and last, perhaps, you’ll say : 

Tis true, when blithe she goes to bed, 

\nd when she peaceably lies defed ; 
k Women ’twixt sheets are best/ ’lis said. 

Be they of holland or of lead. 

Now cur’d of Hymen’s hopes and fears, 

\nd sliding down the vale of years, 

1 hop’d to fix my future rest, 3M0 

And took a widow to my nest. 

Ah ! Turtle ! had she been like thee, 

•frober, yet gentle, wise, yet free ; 

But she was peevish, noisy, bold, 

A witch ingrafted on a scold. 

Jove in Pandora’s box confin’d 
A hundred ills to vex mankind ; 

To vex one bird is her bandore 
He hid at least a hundred more. 

And soon as time thatftneii withdrew 
The plagues o’er all the parish flew s 
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Her stock of borrow'd tears grew dry, 

And native tempests arm'd her eye $ 

Black clouds around her forehead hung, 

And thunder rattled on her tongue. 

Wc, young or old, or cock or hen. 

All liv'd in bolus’s den ; 

The nearest her the more accurst, 

111- far’d her friends, her husband worst ; 

But Jove amidst his anger spares, 

Remarks our faults, but hears our pray’rs. 

In short she dy’d. Why then shp’s dead. 
Quoth I, and once again 1*11 wed. 

Would Heav’n this mourning year were past. 
One may have better luck at last ! 

Matters at worst are sure to mend ; 

The devil’s wife was but a fiend. 

T. Thy tale has rais'd a Turtle’s spleen f 
Uxorious inmate, bird obscene, 

Dar'st thou defile these sacred groves. 

These silent seats of faithful loves ? 

Be gone ; with flagging wings sit down 
On some old penthouse near the town ; 

In brewers’ stables peck thy grain. 

Then wash it down with puddled rain. 

And hear thy dirty offspring squall 
From bottles, on a suburb-wall. 

Where thou hast been, return again. 

Vile bird ! thou hast conven’d with men : 
Notions like these from men are giv’n, 
Those vilest creatures under heav ’n. 
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To cities and to courts repair, v 
Flatt’ry and falsehood flourish- there ; 

There all thy wretched arts employ 
Where riches triumph overjoy, 

Where passions do with interest barter, 

And Hymen holds by Mammon's charter ; 

Where truth by point of law is pgxry’d, 

And knaves and prudes are six times marry’ d. 

APPLICATION. 

O dearest daughter of two dearest friends *, 

To thee my Muse this little Tale commends. 441 
Loving and lov'd, regard thy future mate. 

Long love his person, tho' deplore his fate ; 

Seem young, when old, in thy dear husband’s arm* 
For constant virtue has immortal charms ; 

And When I lie low sepulchred in earth, 

And the glad year returns thy day of birth. 
Vouchsafe to say, Ere 1 could write or spell, 

The Bard who from my cradle wish’d me well. 
Told me 1 should the prating Sparrow blame. 

And bid me imitate the Turtle’s flame. 45 1 

* The present Dutchess of Portland, daughter of Edward 
l-ite Earl of Oxford, Vc. 
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THE LADLE*. 

A TALE. 


1 he Sceptics think ’twas Ion# ago 
Since Gods came down incognito , 

To see who were their friends or foes. 

And how our actions fell or rose ; 

That since they gave things their beginning. 
And set this whirligig a spinning, 
lupine they in iheir heav'n remain. 

Exempt from passion and from pain, 

And fiankly leuve us, human elves, 

To cut and shuffle for ourselves ; 
lo stand or walk, to rise or tumble. 

As matter and as motion jumble. 

The poets now, and painters, hold 
This thesis both absurd and bold. 

And your good-natur'd Gods, they say. 
Descend some twice or thrice a- day. 

Else alt these things we toil so hard in 
Would not avail one single farthing ; 

For when the hero we rehearse. 

To grace his actions and our verse, 

’Tis not by dint of human thought. 

That to his Latium he is brought ; 
iris descends by Fate's commands 
To guide his steps thro' foreign lauds, 

• Bee Cenoa’i SHtldeiu notes on Dun Quixote, p. *6, 
f mm Wheats this story imppowl to be takes, 
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'And Amphitrite dears his way * 

From rocks and quicksands in the sea. 

And if you see him in a sketch, 

(Tho* drawn by Paulo or Carache) 

He shows not half his force and strength 
Strutting in armour and at length ; 

That he may make his proper figure, 

The piece must yet be four yards bigger : 
The nymphs conduct him to the field. 

One hold;, his sword, and one his shield. 
Mars, standing by, asserts his quarrel. 
And Fame flies after with a laurel. 

These points, I say, of speculation, 

(As ’twere to save or sink the nation) 
Men, idly learned, will dispute, 

Assert, object, confirm, refute : 

Each mighty angry, mighty right. 

With equal arms sustain* the fight. 

Till now no umpire can agree ’em, 

So both draw off and sing Tc Deum. 

Is it in equillbrio 
If deities descend or no ? 

Then let the affirmative prevail. 

As requisite to form my Tale ; 

. For by ail parties ’tis contest. 

That those opinions are the best. 

Which in their nature most conduce 
To present ends and private use. 

Two Gods name therefore from above. 
One Mercury, the other Jove $ 
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The humour was, it seems, to know, 

If all the favours they bestow 

Could from our own perverseness ease us, 

And if our wish eiyoy’d would please us. 
Jliscourfcing largely on this theme, 

O'er hills, and dales their Godships came. 

Till well nigh tir'd, at almost night. 

The} thought it proper to alight. 

Aot here, that it as true as odd is. 

That in disguise a God or Goddess 
Kxerls. no supernat'ral pow’rs. 

But acts on maxims much like ours. 

They spy'd at last a country farm. 

Where all was snug, and clean, and ward; 

For woods before and hills behind 
Secur’d it both from rain and wind s 
I^irge oxen in the field were lowing. 

Good grain was sow’d, good fruit was growing ; 
Of last } ear’s corn in barns great store ; 

J'at turkeys gobbling at the door ; 

And Wraith, in short, with Peace consented 
That people here shoufil live contented ; 

But did they in effect do so ? 

Have patience, friend, and thou shalt know. 

The honest farmer and his wife, 

To years declin’d from prime of life. 

Had struggled with the marriage noose. 

As almost ev’ry couple does * 

Sometimes My plague 1 sometimes My tferling 1 
Kissing to-day, to-morrow snarling t 
■ 2 
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lorntly submitting to endure 
That evil which admits no cure. 

Our Gods the outward gate unbarr'd ; 
Our farmer met ’em in the yard ; 

Thought they were folks that lost their way 
And ask’d them civilly to stay ) 

Told ’em, for supper or for bed 0 . 

They might go on and he worse sped. 

So said, so done ; the Gods consent ; 

All three into thejparlour .went : 

They complimep^tfitey sit, they chat. 

Fight o'er the wars, reform the state; 

A thousand knotty points they clear. 

Till supper and my wife appear. 

Jove made his leg, and kiss'd the dame ; 
Obsequious Hermes did the same. 

Jove kiss'd the farmer's wife, you say 1 
He did — but in an honest way : 

Oh ! not with half that warmth and life 
With which he kisB’d Amphitryon’s wife. 

Well then things handsomely were serv’d 
My mistress for the strangers carv'd. 

How strong the beer, how good the meat. 
How loud they laugh’d, bow much they eat, 
In epic sumptuous would appear. 

Yet shall be pass’d in silence here ; 

For I should grieve to have it said. 

That, by a fine description led, 

1 made my episode tao long. 

Or tir'd my friend tb grace my song. 
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The grace-cup serv’d, the cloth away, 

Jove thought it time to show his play. 

Landlord and landlady, he cry’d, 

Folly and jesting laid aside, 

That ye tipis hospitably live. 

And strangeis with good cheer receive. 

Is mighty grateful to your better*., 

And makes e'en Gods themselves your debtors. 
To give this thesis plainer proof, % 

You have to-night beneath your roof 
A pair of Gods : (nay, never wonder) 

This youth can fly, and 1 can thunder. 

I'm Jupiter, and he Mercurius, 

My page, my son, indeed but spurious. 

Form then three wishes, you and Madam, 

And, sure as you already had ’em. 

The things desir'd, in half an hour, 

Shall all be here, and m your pow’r. 

Thank ye, great Gods, the woman says ; 

Oh ! may your altars ever blaze ! 

A Ladle for our silver dish 
Is what 1 want, is what 1 wish.— 

A Ladle ! cries the man, a Ladle ! 

'Odzooks, Coribca, yon have pray’d ill ! 

What should be great you turn to farce, 

I wish the Ladle in your a 

With equal grief and shame my Muse 
The sequel of the Tale pomes. 

1 he Ladle fell into the room. 

And stuck in old Corisca's bum. 
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? fr couple weep two wishes past, ’ 
nd kindly join to form the last ; 

To ease the worn in's awkward pain. 

And get the Ladle oul again. 

MORAL. 

This commoner has worth and parts, 

Is prais'd for arms, or lov'd for arts; 

His head aches for a coronet, 

who is bless'd that is not great ? 

Some sense, and Shore estate, kind Heav'n 
To this well-lotted peer has giv'n : 

What then l he must have rale and sway, 
And all is wrong till he's in play. 

The miser must make up his plum, 

And dares not touch the hoarded sum ; 

*The sickly dotard wants a wife 
To draw off his last dregs of life. 

Against our peace we arm our will * 
Amidst our plenty something still 
For horses, houses, pictures, planting* 

To thee, to me, to him, is wanting ; 

That cruel something unpossest. 

Corrodes, and leavens all the rest : 

That something, if wc could obtain, 

Wonld soon ornate a future pain ; 

And to the coffin from the cradle, 

’Tis all a wish and all a Ladle. 





TRUTH AND FALSEHOOD. 


Ovce on a time, in sunshine weather, 
Falsehood and Truth walk’d out together. 
The neighboring woods and lawns to view. 
As opposites will sometimes do: 

Thro* man} a blooming mead they pass’d. 
And at a brook arrived at last: 

The purling stream, the margin green, 
With flow’rs bedeck’d, a venal scene. 
Invited each itinerant maid 
To rest a while beneath the shade ; 

Under a spreading beech they sat. 

And pass’d tlie time with female chat ; 

Y\ hilst each her character maintain’d, 

One spoke her thoughts, the other feigfe’rf. 
At length, quoth Falsehood, Sister IWfli, 
For so she call'd her from her youth. 

What if, to shun you’ sultry beam. 

We bathe in this delightful stream. 

The bottom smooth, the water clear* 

And there’s do prying shepherd near f 
With all my heart, the nymph reply ’4, 

And threw her snowy robes aside. 

Stripp’d herself naked to the skin. 

And with a spring leapt headlong in. 
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'Falsehood more leisurely undrest, „ 

And laying by her tawdry vest, 

Trick'd herself out iu Truth's array, 

And cross the meadows tript away. 

From this curst hour the fraudful dame 
Of sacred Truth usurps the name, 

And with a vile perfidious mind ^ 

Roams far and near to cheat mankind ; 

False sighs suborns, and artful tears. 

And starts with vain pretended fears ; 

In visits still appears most wise, 

And rolls at church her saint-like eyes j 
Talke very much, plays idle tricks, 

While rising stock heiv conscience pricks ; 
When being, poor thing, extremely gravel I’d, 
She secrets ope’d and all onravell'd. 
fiat on she will, and secrets tell 
IN' John and Joan, of Ned and Nell, 

Reviling cv’ry one she knows, 

As fancy lends, beneath the rose. 

Her tongue^ so voluble and kind, 

It always runs before her mind ; 

As times do serve she slily pleads. 

And copious tears still show her needs, 

With promises as thick as weeds — 

Speaks pro and con, is wondrous civil. 

To-day a saint, to-morrow devil. 

Poor Truth she atript, as has been said, 
And waked left the lovely maid, 
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Vi ho, scorning from her cause to wince, 
Has gone stark-naked ever since ; 

And ever naked will appear, 

Belov’d by all who Truth revere. 


THE MICE. 

A TALE. 


To Mr. Adrian Drfft. 


Two Mice, dear Boy, of genteel fashion, 

And, what is more, good education, 

Frolic and gay in infant years 
Equally shar’d their parents’ cares. 

The sire of these two babes (poor creature?) 

Paid his last debt to human nature i 

A wealthy widow left behind, 

four babes, three male, one female kind. 

The sire being under ground, and bur^d, 

’Twas thought his spouse would soon bare marry ’d j 
Matches propos’d, and num’rous suitors. 

Most tender husbands, careful tutors, 
modestly refus’d and shew’d 
She’d be a mother to her brood. 

Mother, dear Mother, that endearing thought 
Has thousand and ten thousand faeries brought 
Tell me, oh I tell toe (thou an now above?) * 
How to describe thy true maternal love, 
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Tnypuiy pangs, thy growing anxious can's. 
Thy fluttering hopes, thy fervent pious praj’rs. 
Thy doleful days, and melancholy nights. 
Cloister'd from common joys and just delights ; 
How didst thou constantly in private mourn. 

And wash with daily tears thy spouse’s urn ; 

How it employ’d your thoughts a^lucid time, 
That your young offspring might to honour climb ; 
How your, first care, by num’rous gifts opprest. 
Under die harden sunk, and went to rest ; 

How your dear darting, by consumption’s waste. 
Breath’d her last piety into your breast ; 

How you, alas 1 tir’d with you# pilgrimage. 
Bow’d down your head, anddy’d m good old age. 
Tho* not inspir’d, oh I may 1 never be 
Forgetful of my pedigree or thee x 
Ungrateful howsoe’ef, mayn’t i forget 
To pay this small, yet tributary debt. 

And when we meet at Cod’s tribunal throne. 

Own me, I prqy thee, for a pious son* 

> But why Ail this ? Is this your fable ? 

Believe me, Mptt, it seems % bauble ; 

If you will let me know th’ intent ow’t, 

Go to jour Mice and make an pud os’t. 

Well then, dear Brother — 

As suie as Hudi’s sword could swaddle. 

Two Mice were brought up ia one cradle ; 

Well bred, 1 think, of equal port, 

Onrrtfor the gown, oqp for the OQ«rt* 
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The; parted; (did they bo, an’t please you?) 
Yes, that they did (dear Sir) to ease you; 
One went to Holland, where they huff folk. 
T'other to ^ end his wares in Suffolk. 

(That Mice have travcll’d in old times, 

Horace and Prior tell in rhymes, 

Those two great wonders of their ages, 
Superior far to all the safes,) 

Many days pass’d and many a night 
F.re they could gain each other’s right ; 

At last, in weather cold nor sultry. 

They met at the Three Cranes in Poultry. 
After much buss, and great grimace, 

(Usual, you know, in such a case) 

Much chat arose what had been done. 

What might before next summer’s sun; 

Much said of France, of Snfiblk’s gooshtesd* 
The gentry’s loyalty, mob’s 'rudeness s 
That ended, o’er a charming bottle 
They enter’d on this tittle-tattle. 

Quoth Suffolk, by pre-eminence 
In years, tho’ (God knows) not in sense. 

All's gone, dear Brother, only we 
Remain to raise posterity? 

Marry you, brother. I’ll go down. 

Sell nouns and verbs, and lie alone. 

May yon ne’er meet with feuds or babble. 

May olive branches crown your table. 

Somewhat 1*11 save, and, for Ads end, 

To prove a brother and a friend, 
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Vhat I propose is just, 1 swear if, 

)r may I perish by this claret. 

The dice are thrown, choose this or that, 

[*Tis all alike to honest Matt) 

[’ll take then the contrary part, 

And propagate with all my heart. 

After some thought, some Portugese, 

Some wine, the younger thus replies : 

Fair are your word*, as fair your carriage. 

Let me be free, drudge you in marriage ; 

Get me a boy call’d Adrian $ 

Trust me I’ll do for’t what I can. 

Home went, well pleas’d, the Suffolk Tony, 
Heart-Free from care, as purse from money, 
Resohmg full to please bis taudy. 

He got a spouse, and jerk’d her body. 

At las)! when teeming time was come. 

Out came her burden from her womb ; 

It p rov’d a lusty squalling boy ; 

(Doubtless the dad’s and mammy’s joy) 

In short, to make things square and even, 

Adrian he nam’d was by Dick Stephen. 

Matt’s debt thug paid, he now enlarges. 

And sends you in a bill of charges! 

A cradle', Brother, and a basket, 

(Granted as soon as e’er I ask’d it) 

A coat not of the smallest sooatliag. 

Frocks, stockings, shoes, to grace the baofling * 
These, too, were seat, (or I’m no drabber) 

Nay, add to these the fine gtun-fubbor ; 
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Vet these won't do, send th' other coat. 

For faith the first's not worth a groat, 

Dismally shrunk, as herring, shotten. 

Suppos'd originally rotten. 

Pray let the next be each way longer, 

Of stuff more durable and stronger ; 

Send it next week, if you are able ; 

By this time, Sir, you know the fable. 

From this, and letters of the same make. 

You’ll find what ’ti» to have a namesake. 

Cold and hard times, Sir, here, (believe it) 
I’ve lost my curate too and grieve it ; 

At Easter, for what I can see, 

(At time of ease and vacancy) 

If things but alter, and not undone, 

I’ll kiss your hands and visit London. 

Molly sends greeting, so do I, Sir. 

Send a good coat, that’s all; good b’w’yc. Sir. 
Feb. 10, 1708-0. Yours entirely, 

Matthew. 


TO A 

YOUNG GENTLEMAN IN LOVE# 

A TALC. 

From public noise and factions strife. 

From all the busy ills of life. 

Take me, my Celia, to tby breast. 

And lull my weary 'd soul to rest: 

▼OL. I. T 
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For ever in this humble cell 
Let thee and I, my fair one, dwell ; 
None enter else, but Love — and he 
Shall bar the door, and keep the key. 

To painted roofs and shining spires 
(Uneasy seats of high desires) 

Let the unthinking many crowd, ft. 
That dare be covetous and proud ; 

In golden bondage let them wait. 

And barter happiness for state : 

But oh ! my Celia, when thy swain 
DesireB to see a court again, 

May Heav’n around this destin'd head 
The choicest of its curses shed : 

To sum up all the rage of Ate, 

In the two things 1 dread and hate, 
Mayst thou he false and I he great. 
Thus, on his Cfelia’s panting breast 
Fond Celadon his soul express'd, 

While with delight the lovely maid 
Receiv’d the vows she thus repaid. 

Hope of my age, joy of my youth. 
Blest miracle of love and truth, 

AU that could e’er be counted mine, 

My Love And life, long since are thine * 

A real joy I never knew 

Till I believ’d thy passion true $ 

A real grief I ne’er can find 
Till thou prov'st perjur'd or unkind. 
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Content, and poverty, and care, 

All we abhor, and all we fear, 

Blest with thy presence, I can bear. 
Thro* waters and thro 1 flames I’ll go, 
Suff’rer and solace of thy woe : 

Trace me some yet unheard-of way, 
That I thy ardour may repay, 

And make my constant passion known 
By more than woman yet has done. 

Had I a wish that did not bear 
The stamp and image of my dear. 

I’d pierce my heart thro’ ev’ry vein, 
And die, to let it out again. 

No; Venus shall my witness be, 

(If Venus ever lov’d like me) 

That for one hour 1 would not quit 
My shepherd’s arms and this retreat 
To be the Persian monarch’s bride. 
Partner of all his pow’r and pride. 
Or rule in regal state a bore. 

Mother of Gods, and wife of Jove* 

O happy these of human ruee ! 
But soon, alas I our pleasures pass. 
He thank’d her on bis bended knee. 
Then drank a quart of milk and tea. 
And leaving her ador’d embrace. 
Hasten’d to court, to beg a place f 
Whilst she, his absence to bemoan,, 
The very moment he was gape, 
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Call’d Thyrsis from beneath the bed. 
Where all this time he had been hid. 

MORAL. 

W ht re men have these ambitious fancies. 
And wanton wenches read romances. 

Our sex will — What ? Out witky^t^Lie, 

And theirs in equal strains reply. 

The moral of the Tale I sing 
(A posy for a wedding ring) 

In this short verse will be confin’d j 
Love is a jest, and vows arc wind. 


THE CONVERSATION. 

K TALE. 

It always has i»eea thought discreet 
To know the company you meet ; 

And sure there may be secret danger 
In talking much before a stranger. ^ 
Agreed : what then ? Then dHnk your ale 
I’ll pledge you, and repeat my Talc. 

No matter where the scene is flxf, 

The pertons were but oddly mixt i 
When sober Damon thus began, 

( And Damon is a clever men) 
t»now grow oM, but stIB from youth 
Hav$ held for modesty and truth : 
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The men ^ho by thpse sea-marks steer, 

I9 life’s great voyage never err: 

Upon this point I dare defy 
The world — I pause for a reply. 

Sir, either is a good assistant, 

Said one, who sat a little distant ; 

Truth decks our speeches and our books. 
And modesty adornB our look : 

But further progress we must take ; 

.Not out} boru to look and speak, 

The man must act. The Stagirite 
Says thus, and says extremely right: 

Hurt justice is the sov" reign guide 
1 li it o’ei our actions should preside ; 

Tin-, queen of virtues is confest 
To regulate and bind the rest, 

Thrice happy if you can but find 
Her equal balance poise your mind ; 

All diff'rent graces soon will enter. 

Like lines concurrent to their center, 

’T*«ts thus, in short, these two went on, 
With yet. and nay, and pro and con , 

Thro’ many point b divinely dark. 

And Waterland assaulting Clarke, 

Till, m theology half lost, 

Damon took up the Evenings Post, 
Confounded Spain, compos’d the North, 
And deep in politics held forth. 

Me thinks we're in the like condition 
As at the treaty of partition : 

v 3 



That stroke, for all King; William’s care. 
Begat another tedious war. 

Matthew, who knew the wfiole intrigue. 
Ne'er much approv'd that mystic league : 
In the vile Utrecht Treaty, too. 

Poor man, he found enough to do. 
Sometimes to me he did apply, 

But downright Dunstnblc was I, 

And told him where they were mistaken : 
And counsel I’d him to save his bacon : 

But (pass liis politics and prose) 

1 never herded with his foes ; 

Nay, iu liis verses, as a friend, 

1 still found something to commend : 

Sir, 1 excus’d his Nut-brown Maid, 
WhUte’er severer critics said t 
Too fur, 1 own, the girl was try’d ; 

The women all Were on my side. 

For Alma 1 return’d him thanks ; 

1 lik’d her with her little pranks : 

Indeed poor FolOtnon in rhyme 
Was much too grave to be sublime. 

Pindar and Damon scorn'd transition, 
£0 on he ran a new division : 

TUI, out of breath, he turn'd to spit $ 
(Chance often helps us more than wit) 
Th’ other that lucky moment took, 

1 Jail nick'd the time, broke in and spoke 
Of all the gifts ’the Gods aflbrd, 

, (If w%may take old Tully's word) 
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The greatest is a friend, whose love 
Knows how to praise aid when reprove : 

From suob a treasure never part, 

But hang the jewel on your heart : 

And, pray, Sir, (it delights me) tell, 

You know this author mighty well — 

Know him ! d’ye question it ? Odds Ush I 
Sir, does a beggar know his dish ? 

1 lov’d him, as I told you, 1 
Advis’d him — Here a stander-by 
Twitch’d Damon gently by the cloke, 

And thns, unwilling silence, broke : 

Damon, ’tis time we should retire, 

The man you talk with is Matt Prior. 

. Patron thro’ life, and from thy birth my friepd, 
Dorset ! to thee this Fable let me send; 

With Damon’s lightness weigh thy solid worth } 
The foil is known to set the diamond forth : 

"Let the feign'd Tale this real moral give. 

How many Damons, how few Donets live. 
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P. PURGANTI AND IIIS WIFE: 

AN HONEST BUT \ SIMPLE PAIR. 


Estenlm qmddam, idq'ie intelligltur in #am virtute, quod 
dcccat quod cogiutione mag is a vlrtutc potest quam tl 
sei aran. Ut de Off. lib. 1. 


Beyond the fix’d and settled rules 
Of vke and virtue in the schools, 

Beyond the letter of the law. 

Which keeps our men and maids iu awe, 

The better sort should set before ’em 
A^ferace, a manner, a decorum ; 

Something that gives their acts a light, 

Makes ’em not only just but bright, 

And sets ’em in (bat open fame 
Which witty Malice cannot blame. 10 

For ’(is in life as ’tis in painting. 

Much mas be right, yet much be wanting ; 

From lines drawn true our eye may trace 
A foot, a knee, a hand, a face $ 

May justly own the picture wrought 
Exact to rule, exempt from fault ; 

Yet if the col’ring be not there, 

The Titian stroke, the Guido air, 
to nicest judgment show the piece. 

At feest 'twill only not displease j 
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It would not gain on Jersey’s eye $ 

Bradford would frown and set it by. 

Thus in the picture of our mind 
The action may be well design’d, 

Guided by law, and bound by duty, 

Yet want thisjfr ne sqai qttoi of beauty : 

And tho’ its error may be such 
As Knags and Burgess cannot hit, 

It yet may feel the nicer touch 

Of Wycherley or Congreve’s wit. 30 

What is this talk ? replies a friend, 

And where will this dry moral end ? 

The truth of what you here lay down 
By some example should be shown. 

With all my heart — for once j read on. 

An honest, but a simple pair, “J 

(And twenty other I forbear) > 

May serve to make this thesis clear. j 

A doctor of great skill and fame, 

Paulo Purganti was his name, 40 

Had a g<^d, comely, virtuous wife, 

No woman led a better life ; 

She to intrigues was ev’n hard-hearted t 
She chuckled when a bawd was carted. 

And thought the nation ne’er wonld thrive 
Till all the whores were b u r n t alive. 

On marry’d men that dat'd be bad. 

She thought no mercy should be had j 
They should be bung’d, or starv’d, or flea’d. 

Or serv’d Ilka Rohhk priests in Swede. 50 
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In short, all lewdness she defy’d, ' 

And stiff was her parochial pride. 

Yet m an honest way the dame 
Was a great lover of that same, 

And could from Scripture take her cue, 

That husbands should give wives thqpr due. 

Her prudence did so justly stc4fe- 
Between the gay and the severe. 

That if in some regards she chose 

To curb poor Paulo in too close, GO 

In others she relax’d again, 

And govern'd with a looser rein, 

Thus, tho’ she strictly did confine 
The Doctor from excess of wine. 

With oysters, eggs, and vermicelli. 

She let him almost bunt his belly *- 
Thus drying coffee was deny’d, 

But chocolate that loss supply 'd ; 

And for tobacco (who could bear it ?) 

Filthy concomitant of claret, 7 0 

(Blest revolution 1) one might eee 
firingo roots and Hohea tea, 

She often set the Doctor’s hand, 

And strok’d his beard, and squeez'd his hand ; 
Kindly’ complain’d, that after noon 
He went to pore on books too soon ; 

She hgld it wholesomer by much 
To rest a little on the couch — 

About hit waist in bed a-njght* 

She dang so close — for fear of sprites. 


60 
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The Doctor understood the call. 

But had not always wherewithal. 

The lion’s skin, too short, yon know, 

(As Plutarch’s morals finely show) 

Was lengthen’d by the fox’s tail, 

And art supplies where strength may fail. 

Unwilling then in arms to meet 
The enemy he oould not beat, 

He strove to lengthen the campaign, 

And save his forces by chicane. 90 

Fabius, the Roman chief, who thus 
By fair retreat grew Maximus, 

Shows us that all that warrior can do 
With force inferior, is cunetando. 

One day, then, as the foe drew near, 

With love, and joy, and life, and dear. 

Our Don, who knew this tittle-tattle, 

Did, sure as trumpet, call to battle, 

Thought it extremely apropos 
To ward against the coming blow : JOO 

To ward 9 but how ? Aye, there’s the question { 
Fierce th’ assault, unarm’d the bastion. 

The Doctor feign’d a strange surprise * 

He felt her poise, be view’d her eyes : 

That beat too fast, these roll’d too quick 1 

She was, he said, or would be sick s 

He judg’d it absolutely good 

That she should purge and cleanse her blood. 

Spaw waters for that end were got ; 

If they paw'd easily or sot 110 
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What matters it ? the lady’s fever 
Continued violent as ever. 

For a distemper of this kind, 

(Black more and Hans are of my mind) 

If once it youthful blood infects, 

And chiefly of the female se^, 

Is scarce remov’d by pill or po tt frp.* 

Whate’er might be our Doctor’s notion. 

One luckless night, then, as in bed 
The Doctor and the dame were laid, 1 20 

Again this cruel fever came. 

High pulse, short breath, and blood in flame. 
What measures shall poor Paulo keep 
With madam in this piteous taking ? 

She, like Macbeth, ha# murder’d sleep, 

And won't allow him rest tho’ waking. 

Sad state of matters ! when we dare 
Nor ask for peace nor offer war, 

Nor Livy nor Commes have shown 
What in this juncture may be done. 1 30 

tfrotius might own that Paulo’s case is 
Harder than any which he places >- 

Amongst his Belli and his Pacn. j 

He strove, alas ! bnt strove iA vain, 

By dint of logic, to maintain 
That nil the sen was bom to grieve, 

Down to her ladyship from five. 

He rang'd his tropes, and preach’d up patience. 
Back'd his opinion with quotations. 
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Divine* and moralists, and ran ye on ] 40 

Quite thro’ from Seneca to Bunyan. 

As much in vain he bidr her try 
To fold her arms, to close her eye. 

Telling her rest would do her good. 

If any thing in nature cou’d : 

So held the Greeks, quite down from Galen, 
Masters and princes of the calling : 

So all our modern frieads maintain 
(Tho’ no great Greeks) in Warwick-lane. 

Reduce, my Muse, the wand’ring song ; 150 

A Tale should never be too long. 

The more he talk’d the more she burn’d. 

And sigh’d, and toss’d, and groan’d, and turn’d : 

At last, I wish, said she, my dear. — 

(And whisper’d something in his ear.) 

Ton wish ! wish on, the Doctor cries s 
Lord 1 when will womankind be wise f 
What, in your waters are you mad t 
Why, poison is not half so bad. 

I’ll do it — bat I give you warning, 1 00 - 

Ton’ll die before to-morrow morning. 

*Tis kind, my dear, what you advise. 

The lady with a sigh replies 1 
But life, you know, at best is pain. 

And death is what We should disdain: 

So do it, therefore, and adieu. 

For I will die for love of you. 

Let wanton wi ves by death be scar’d 1 
Bat, to my oomforfc I’m prepar'd. lfy 

rnioa. VOL. v. 9 
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PROTOGENES AND APELLES. 

W BEN poets wrote and painters drew 
As Nature pointed out the view, 

Ere Gothic forms were<hnown in Greece* 
To spoil the well-pro portlGn’d^iece ; 

And in our verse ere Monkish rhymes 
Had jangled their fantastic chimes t 
Ere on the flow’ry lands of Rhodes 
Those knights had fix.’d their dull abodes* 
Who knew not much to paint or write, 
Nor car’d to pray, nor dar'd to fight $ 
Protogenes, historians note. 

Liv’d there, a burgess, soot and lot* 

And as old Pliny's writings show, 

Apelles did the same at Co. 

Agreed t&ese points of time and place. 
Proceed we in the present case. 

Piqu’d by Protogqaes’s fome. 

From Co to Rhodes Apelles came. 

To see a rival and a friend 
Prepar’d to censure or commend » 

Here to absolve, and there object* 
a As art with candour might dtraet. 

. sails, he lands* he comes, ha rings j 
His servants follow with. the dssp •* 
Appears the govenumte of th’ house. 

For such in Greece, were muds in uses 
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If young or handsome, yea or no, 

Concerns not me or thee to kmm. 

Does ’Squire Protogenes live here ? 

Yes, sir, says she, with gracious air, 

And curt’sy low, but just call’d out 
By lords peculiarly devout, 

Who came on purpose, $ir, to borrow 
Our Venus for the feast to-morrow, 

To grace the church: His Venus' day : 

I hope. Sir, you intend to stay 
To see our Venus : *tls the piece 
The most reaofcn'd throughout all Greece; 
So like th’ original, they say; 

But I have no great skill that way. 

But, Sir, at six (His new past three) 
Dromo must make toy master's tea: 

At six. Sir, if you please to come. 

You'll find my master, Sir, it home. 

Tea, sayS a %ig with laughter. 

Was found some twenty uget after: 
Authors, before they Write, should read. 
'Tis very true t but Ve*B proc ee d. 

And, Sir, at present would yon please 
To leave jrou# n ame - -Fair niidea, yes. 
Reach me that koad. Mo sooner spoke 
But done. Witt one judici ous stroke 
On the plain ground Apelles drew 
A circle regiMy true. 

And will you please, fcweet-Keoit, ttMVt, 
To riiow your master tHt Hum the? 
v 2 



nua. 

Jfy it he preseatly 'will koogr 

flo^ painters write their names at Co. 

He gave the panne 1 to the maid. 
Smiling and curt'sy ing, Sir, she said, 

1 shall not fail to tell my masters 
And, Sir, for fear of all disaster \ 

1*11 keep it mj own self 

Says the old proverb, and sue flsd. 

So, Sir, as sure as key or lock — 

Your servant. Sir — at six a dock. 

Again at six Apelles came. 

Found the same prating civil dame. 
Sir, that my master haw been here 
Will by the board itself appears 
If from the perfect line he found 
He has presum’d to swell the round. 
Or colours on the draught to lay, 

"Tis thus, (he order'd me to say) 
Thus write the painters of this isle { 
Let those of Lo remark the style. 

She said « and to his hand restor'd 
The rival pledge, the missive board. 
Vpon the happy line were laid 
Such obvious light and easy shade. 
That Paris’ apple stood coolest. 

Or Leda's egg, or Chloe's breast. 

V Apelles view'd the finish'd piece % 
And live, said be,' the arts of Greece! 
Howe'er Protogenes end I , 

Hay in oar rival talents vies ^ 
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Howe'er our works rnsyhave exptmt 
Who truest drew or colour’d best. 
When he beheld my flowing; line 
He found at least I could design t 
And from his artful round I grant 
That he with perfect skill can paint. 

The dullest genius cannot fail 
To find the moral of my Tale : 

That the distinguish’d part of men. 
With compass, pencil, sword, or pen, 
fehould in life's visit leave their name. 
In characters which may proclaim 
That they with ardour strove to raise 
At once their arts and country’s praise ; 
And in their working' took great care 
'i hat all was full, and round, andiair. 


HANS CARVEL. 

Hans Carvel, impotent and old. 
Marry ’d a lass of -Loadoa mould. 
Haudsome ? Enough j extremely gay j 
Lov'd music, company, and play s 
High flights she had, and wit at will. 
And so her tongue lay seldom still s 
For in all visits who bat she 
To argue or to repartee ? 

She made it plain that human passion 
Was order’d by pradestmatien I 
v 3 
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'That if weak women went astray. 

Their s«ars were more in fault than they. 
'Whole tragedies she had by heart} 
Enter’d into Roxana** part ; 

To triumph in her rival's blood. 

The action certainly was good. 

How like a vine young Amahs curl’d 1 
Ob that dear conqu’rog orfhs world ! 

She pity’d Betterton in age. 

That ridicul'd the godlike rage. 

She* first of all the town, was told 
Where newest India things were soldi 
So in a morning, without bodice, 

Slipt sometimes out to Mrs. Thody's, 

To cheapen tea. to buy a screen i 
What else could so xquch virtue mean i 
For to prevent the least reproach 
Betty went with her in the coach. 

But when no very great affair 
Excited her peculiar qare. 

She without fail was wak’d at ten. 

Drank chocolate, then slept again : 

At twelve she rose 4 with much ado 
Her clothes were huddled on by twos 
Then, does my lady dine at home ? 

Yes, sure ; — but is the Cornel cornel 
Next, how to spend the afternoon. 

And ppt come home again too soon. 

The 'Change, the city, or the play. 

As each was proper for the day » 



A tun in summer to Hyde -park, 

When it grew tolerably dark. 

Wife's pleasure causes husband's patn ; 
Strange fancies come in Hans's brain: 

He thought of what he did not name, * 

And would reform, but durst not blame. 

At first he therefore preach’d his wife 
The comforts of a pious life ; 

Told her how transient beauty was ; 

That all must die, and flesh was grass: 

He bought her sermons, psalms, and graces. 
And doubled down the useful places: 

Bat still the weight of worldly care 
Allow’d her little time for pray’n 
And Cleopatra was read o'er. 

While Scot, and Wake, and twenty more. 
That teach one to deny one's self. 

Stood unmolested on the shelf. 

An untouch'd Bible grac'd her toilette i 
Mo fear that thumb of hers should spoil It. 
In short, the trade was still the tame: 

The Dame went out, the Col'oel came. 

What's to be done 1 poor Carrel cry'd f 
Another batt'ry must be try’d i 
What if to spells I had recourse 1 
*Tis bat to hinder something worn. 

The end must justify the means i 
He only sins wbo tU intends: 

Since ther ef or e 'Us to combat evil, 

’Tia Jawfel to employ Urn ML 



Forthwith the devii did appear, 

(For name him and he's albays near) 

Not in the shape in which he plies 
At miss's elbow when she lies, 

Or stands before the nurs’ry doors 
To take the naughty boy that roars. 

But without sawcer eye or claw* 

Like a grave barrister at la#r 

Hans Carvel, lay aside your grief. 

The dev’l says ; I bring relief. 

Relief! says Hans; pray let me crave 
Your name. Sir — Satan — Sir, your slave. 

I did not look upon your feet; 

You'll pardon me — Ay, now I see’t. 
AncTpray, Sir, when came you, from hell? 
Our friends there, did you leave them well ? 
All well; but, pr’ythee, honest Hans, 

(Says Satan) lefcve your complaisance : 

The truth ip this ; I cannot stay 
Flarhyg in sunshine all the day, 

For, eh Ire noses, we hellish sprites 
Love more the fresco of the nights. 

And oft’ner our receipts convey 
In dreams than any other way. 

I tell you, therefore, as a friend, 

Ere morning dawns your fears shall end: 

Go then this ev’ning. Master Carrel, 

Lay down your fowls, and broach your barrel ; 
Let friends and wine dissolve your can 
Whilst I the gnat receipt prepare— 
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To-night I bring it bj my faith: 

Believe for once what Satan with. 

Away went Haas j glad not a little ; 

Obey’d the devil to a tittle i 
Invited friends some half-a-dozen, 

The Col'nel and my Lady’s cousin. 

The meat was serv’d, the bowls were crown’d. 
Catches were sung, and healths went round ; 
Barbadoes’ waters for the close. 

Till Hans had fairly got his dose : 

The Col’nel toasted to the best t 
The Dame mov'd off to be undresti 
The chimes went twelve, the guests withdrew, 
Bnt when or how, Hans hardly knew: 

Some modern anecdotes aver 
He nodded in his elbow chair i 
From tbeuce was carped off to bed i 
John held his heels and Nan his bead j 
My lady was disturb’d i new sorrow 1 
Which Hash ranst answer for td-norrow. 

In bed then view this happy pair. 

And think how Hymen triumph’d then: 

Hans fast asleep as soon as laid. 

The duty of the night unpaid i 
The waking Dame with thoughts opprest 
That made her hate both him aad rests 
By such a husband, snob a wife 1 
*Twaa Acme’s and Septimios’ lift i 
The lady sigh’d, tbe*iover snor'd. 

The ppnctnal devil kept his word i 
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Appear’d to honest Haas again, 

But not at mil ¥7 Madam seenj 
And giving him a magic ring, 

Fit for the finger of a king, 

Dear Dana, said he, this jewel take, 

And wear it long for Satan’s sake j 
Twill do jour bna’new to ^hiir 1 
For long as jou this ring shall wear. 

As sure as 1 to ok over Lincoln 

That ne’er shah happen which jeu think on. 

Hans took the ring with joj extreme, 

(All this was onlj in a dream) 

And thrusting it bejond his joint, • 

Tis done, he crj’d; I’ve gain'd mj point — 
What point, said she, jom uglj beast f 
Yon neither give me joj nor rest. 

Tis done.-- What’s done, jon drunken hear ? 
You’ve thrust jour finger G — d knows where 3 
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PROLOGUES 

AND 

EPILOGUES. 


PROLOGUE, 

I POKE* BT LOUD BOCKHUBST, 

In Weatmituler-achool, at Chrwtmaa 1695, in A* 
Character of Qeomda f, m Mr. Dry din' » Qeo* 
menet. 

P isa ! Lord, I with this Prologae vu but Gftek* 
Then youqg Cleonidas would boldly speak: 

But can Lord Buckhurst ia poor English saj, 

“ Gentle Spectators, pray excuse Jhe play ?’* 

No, witness all ye Gods of ancient Greece, 

Rather than condescend to terms like these, 

I’d go to school six hours on Christmas-day, 

Or construe Persius while my comrades play. 
Such work by hireling acton should bo done, 
Who tremble whop they see a critic frown : 

Poor rogneq, that smart like foooersftf their bread, 
And if thsjjure not wounded, are net led. 

Rut, Sin, our labour bafApore noble end*, 
act our tragedy to ape pur frauds i 





Our gen'rons scenes are for pore lore repeated. 
And if you are not pleas'd, at least you’re treated. 
The candles and the clothes ourselves we bought. 
Our tops neglected, and our balls forgot. 

To learn our parts we left our midnight bed * 
Most of you snor’d whilst Cleomeaes read : 

Not that from this confession we would sue 
Praise undeserv'd < we know oAtelves and you: 
Resolv'd to stand or perish by our cause, 1 
We neither censure fear, nor beg applause, > 
For these are Westminster and Sparta’s laws, j 
Yet if we see som^ judgment well inclin’d. 

To young desert and growing virtue kind. 

That critic by ton thousand marks should know 
That greatest souls to goodness only bow i 
And that your little hero does inherit 
Not Cleomenes’ more than Dorset’s spirit. 


PROLOGUE, 

SPOKE* AX COUBT B EVOKE TBE OUEBW, OM KSlt 

majesty's bisltm-day, 1 704 , 

Saiga forth, ye Planets, with distinguish'd light. 
As when ye bellow'd first this happy nights 
Again transmit your friendly beams to earth 
As when Britannia joy'd for Afina's births 
And thou, propitious Star, whose sacred paw’r 
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Thy radiant voyages for ever rib, 

Yielding to none hut Cynthia and the Son* 

With thy fair aspect still illustrate heav*n v * 
Kindly preserve what thou hast greatly giv’nf^ 
Thy influence for thy Anna we implore t 
Prolong one life, and Britain asks no Aorei 
For Virtue can no ampler pow’r express 
Than to be great in war and good in peace * 

For thought no higher wish of bliss can frame 
Than to eiyoy that virtue still the same. 

Entire and sure the monarch’s rule must prove 
Who founds her greatness on her subjects’ love | 
Who does our homage for our good require. 

And ordera that which we should first desire i 
Our vanquish’d wills that pleasing force obey, ) 
Her goodness takes our liberty away, > 

And haughty Britain yields to arbitral^ sway* ) 
Let the young Austrian then her terrors bear. 
Great as he is her delegate in wart 
Let him in thunder speak to both his Spains 
That in these dreadful isles a woman reigns t 
While the bright Queen does on her subject shower 
The gentle blessings of her softer pow’r t 
Gives sacred morals to a vicious age. 

To temples seal, and manners to the stage t 
Bids the chaste Muse without a Mash appear. 
And wit be that which heav’n and she may hear. 

Minerva thus to Perseus lent her shield. 

Secure of conquest sent him to the field; 
vop. i. A 



The hero acted What the Queen ordain’d. 

So was hhS'&me« 0 iBplete,ar)d Andromedt unchain'd. 

Meantime amidst her native temples sat 
Thd* Goddess, studious of her Grecians' fate. 
Taught 'em in laws and letters to excel, 

In acthig justly, and in writing well. 

Thus, whilst she did her rafciqps ftow’r dispose,) 
The wertd wns freed from tyrants*, war, and woes? > 
Virtue was taught in vufre,and Athens* glory rose. J 


TttOiaGtTE 
TO THE ORPHAN, 

B ep r c se ttted by ss me of the Westminster Scholars, 
at Hickford's Dancing- Room, in Panton-street , 
near Leieeaier-jields, the 2d of February 
1720. 

■FOKJBM IT lOUD DUPLIN, WHO ACTED CORD ELIO. 

WsatI would my humble comrades hare messy. 
Gentle Spectators, pray excuse the play 1 
Such work by hireling actors should be done* 
Whom you may dap or hiss for half-a-erown: 
Our geu'eotu scenes for friendship we repent. 

And if we don’t delight, at least we treat. 

Ours is the damage ; if wo dime to blonder. 
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How shall we gain jew, alateode de France* 

We hir’d this room, bat Done of u can fiance) 

Id catting capers we shall never pkase; 

Onr learning does not lie below our knee*. 

Shall we procure you symphony and sound ? x 
Then you must each subscribe two hundoed pounds 
There we shook! fail, too, as to point of vflqpi 
Mistake us not— -we’re no Italian boys s 
True Britons born, from Westminster we come, 
And only speak the style of ancient Rome. 

We would deserve, not poorly beg, applause. 
And stand or fall by Friend’s and Bnsbey’s ldwu. 

For the distriem’d your pity we implore % 

If once refus’d, we’ll trouble yon no more. 

But leaf e our Orphan squalling at Jour door. 

EPILOGUE 
TO PHAEDRA*, 

•token it mna. fliormo, wm ion* u— Mu * 

Ladies, to-night your pity 1 implore 
For one who never troubled yon before) 

Aa Oxford man, extremely read in Greek, 

Who from Euripides makes Phmdra spook. 

And comes to Town to let ns Modem* know 
How women lov’d two ihnunmd yean ago. 


nmdn and Hpstytun, s tragedy, written fcy Mr. ftnupt 

Uhm 

x2 
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If that be all, ■aid I, e’en bpro your play » 
E'gad 1 we know all that as well as they: 

Show ns the yoathful, handsome, charioteer. 

Firm in his seat, and running his career. 

Oar fonts would kindle with as gen’rous flames 
As e'er inspir'd the ancient Grecian dames i 
Bv’ry Ismena would resign herhrehst. 

And ev'ry dear Hippolytns be ole ft. 

But, as it is, six flouncing Flanders mares 
Are e’en as good as any two of theirsi 
And if Hippolytns can but contrive 
To buy the gilded chariot, John can drive. 

Now of the bustle you have seen to-day. 

And Pbeedra's morals in this scholar's play. 
Something at least in justice should be said; 

But this Hippolytns so fills one's head — 

Weill Phmdra liv'd as chastely as she could. 

For she was Father Jove's own flesh and blood. 
Her awkward lore indeed was oddly fated % 

She and her Polly were too near related i 
And yet that scruple had been laid aside 
If honest Theseus had but fairly dy’d: 

But when be came, what needed he to know 
Bat that all matters stood in state quo f 
These was no barm, you see ; or grant then weft. 
She might want conduct, but he wanted care. 
’Twas In n husband Utile leu than rude 
Upon bis wife's retirement to intrude — 

He should have sent a night or two before 
That he would come exact at soch an hoar; 
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Then he had turn'd all tragedy to jest. 

Found ev’ry thing contribute to his rest* 

The picquet friend dismiss'd, the coast all dopf. 
And spouse alone, impatient for her dear. 

Bat if these gay reflections come too late 
To keep the guilty Phaedra from her fate, 

K your more serious judgment must condemn 
The dire effects of her unhappy flame, 

\ et, ye chaste Matrons and ye tender Fair, 

Let love and innocence engage your care. 

My spotless flames to your protection take. 

And spare poor Phasdra for Ismena’s sake. 


EPILOGUE 
lO LUCIUS*. 

SPOKEN BY MRS. BORTOK. 

Xn* female Author uho recites to day. 

Trusts to her sex the merit of her play. 

Like Father Bayes, securely she sits down : 

Pit, box, and gallery, Gad ! all's our own. 

In ancient Greece, she says, when Sappbrf Writ, 
By their applause the critics shosr'd their wit. 
They tun'd their voices to her lyric atiing, 

Tho' they could all do something more than sing. 

* Lucius, the m*t QvrtstlaR Mag of BrlUda, ■ tragedy, wrtt- 
te» by Mrs. Manley. ' 

x 3 
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But one exception to this fact we find, 

That booby Phaon only was unkind, 

An ill-bred boatman, rough as •waves and wind. 
From 4 Sappho, down thro* all succeeding ages. 
And now on French or on Italian stages,] 

Rough satires, sly remarks, ill-natur’d speeches, 
▲re always aim’d at poets thatpnear breeches. 
Arm’d with Longinus, or with Rapin, no man 
Drew a sharp pen upon a naked woman. 

The blust’ring bully in our neighb’ring streets 
Scorns to attack the female that he meets : 
Fearless the petticoat contemns his frowns. 

The hoop secures whatever it surrounds. 

The many-colour’d gentry there above 
By turns are rul’d by Tumult and by Love, 

And while their sweethearts their attention fix. 
Suspend the din of their damn’d clatt’ring sticks. 
Now, Sirs,— 

To yon our Author makes her soft request. 

Who speak the kindest and who write the best; 
Your sympathetic hearts she hopes to move 
From tender friendship and endearing love. 

If Petrarch’s muse did Laura’s wit rehearse. 

And Cowley flatter'd dear Oriuda’s verse, 

She hopes from — Pox take her hopes and fears t 
I plead her sex’s claim 1 what matters hers? 

By our full pow’r of beauty we think fit 
To damn this Salique law impos’d on wit; 

We’ll try the empire you so long have boasted. 
And if we are not prais'd, we’ll not be toasted t 
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Approve what one of us presents to-night, 

Or ev’ry mortal woman here shall write : 

Rural, pathetic, narrative, sublime. 

We’ll write to you, and make jou write in rhyme? 
Female remarks shall take up all your time. 

Your time, poor souls I we’ll take your very money | 
Female third days shall come so thick upon ye. 
As long as we have eyes, or bands, or breath, 
We’ll look, or write, or talk you all to death. 
Unless you yield for better and for worse | 

Then the she-Pegasus shall gain the course, 

Aud the gray mare will prove the better horse. 
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AN EPISTLE 

TO FLEETWOOD SHEPHARD, ESQ. 

SIR, Burleigh, May 14, 1689. 

As once a twelvemonth to the priest. 

Holy at Rome, here Antichrist, 

The Spanish King presents a jennet. 

To show his love, — that's all that's in't; 

For if his Holiness would thump 
His rev’rend bum 'gainst horse's ramp. 

He might b’ equipt fVom his owh staMp 
With one more white and eke more atile. 

Or as, with gondolas and men, bis 
Good Excellence the Duke of Venice 
(J wish, for rhyme, it had been the king) 

Sails out, and gives the Gulf a ring ; 

Which trick of state, he wisely maintains. 

Keeps kindness up 'twijttold acquaintance ; 

For else, in honest truth, the sea 
Has much less need of gold than he. 

Or, not to' rove and pump one’s fancy 
For Popish similjes beyond sea. 

As folks from mu^wall'd tenement 
Bring landlords pepper-corn ft>* rent. 

Present a turkey or a* hen 

To those might better spare there ten 1 
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EPISTLES. 


Ev’n so, with all submissidn, 1 
(For first men instance, then apply 'j 
Send you each year a homely letter. 

Who may return me much a better. 

Then take it, Sir, as it was writ, 

To pay respect, and not show wit s 
Nor look askew at what itfaaith ; 

There’s no petition in it— ’faith. 

Here some would scratch their heads, and try 
What they should write, and how, and why ; 

But I conceive shell folks are quite in 
Mistakes, in tWfbfry of writing. 

If once for principle ’tis laid. 

That thought IS trouble to the head, 

I argue tbps : The world agrees. 

That ho writes well who writes with ease ; 

Then he, by sequel logical, 

Writes best who never thinks at all. 

Terse oomes from Heav’n, like inward light ; 
Mere human pains can ne’er come by’t ; 

The God, not we, the poem makes ; 

We only tell folks what he speaks. 

Hence, when anatomists discourse 
How like brutes’ organs are to ours, 

They grant, If higher pow’rs think fit, 

A bear might soon be made a wit ; 

And that, for any thing in nature, 

Pigs might speak love-odes, dogs bark satire 
Memnon, tho* stone, was collated vocal. 

But Uwas the God, meanwhile, that spoke all 



TO FLEETWOQD 8SEPHARD, E8«. 3 

Rome oft has heard a cross haranguing, 

With prompting priest behind the banging : 

The wooden head resolv'd the question, 

Whijc yon and Pettis help’d the jest on. 

Your crabbed rogues, that read Lucretius, 

Are against Gods, you know, and tea oh us 
The God makes not the poet ; bqt 
The thesis, vice versa put, 

Should Hebrew-wise be understood. 

And means, the poet makes the God. 

Egyptian gard’ners thus are said to 
Have set the leeks they after pray’d to i 
And Romish bakers praise the deity 
They chipp’d, while yet in its paneity. . 

That when you poets swear and cry, 

The God inspires ; 1 rave, 1 die j 
If inward wind does truly sweP ye. 

It must be the cholic in yqur belly : 

That writing is but just like dice, 

And lucky mains make people wise : 

That jumbled words, if fortune throw ’em, 

Shall, well as Uryden, form a poem | 

Or make a speech, correct and witty, 

As you know who — at the co mm it t ee. 

So atoms, dancing round the centre, 

They urge, made all things at a venture. 

But, granting matters should he spoke 
By method, rather than by luck, 

This may confine their younger styles 
Whom Dry den pedagogues at Will’s » 
a 2 



4 


EPISTLE^ 


But never could be meant to tic 
Authentic wits like you and I : 

For as young children, who are ty’d m 
Go-carts, to keep their steps from sliding. 
When members knit, and legs grow stronger, 
Make use of such machine no longer. 

But leap, pro Hbitu, and sd^ut 
On horse call'd Hobby, or without ; 

So when at school we first declaim. 

Old Busby walks us in a theme, 

Whose props support our infant vein. 

And help the rickets in the brain : 

But when our souls their force dilate. 

And thoughts grow up to wit's estate. 

In verse or prose we write or chat. 

Not sixpence matter upon what. 

Tis not how well an author says. 

But 'tis how much, that gathers praise. 
Todbou, who is himself a wit, 

Counts writers* merits by the sheet. 

Thus each should down with all he thinks. 
As boys eat bread, to fill up chinks. 

Kind Sir, I should be glad to see you $ 

I hope ye're well r *o God be wi' you ; 

Was all 1 thought at first to write ; 

But things, since then, are alter'd quite » 
fancies flow in, and Muse flies high, 

Bo God knows when my dude win lie : 

1 must. Sir, prattle on, as afore. 

And beg your pardon' yet this half hour. 



TO TLEETWOQD SUEEHARP, ESQ. 


So at pure barn of loud Non- con, 

Where with my grannam I have gone, 

When Lobb had sifted all his text , 

And 1 well hop’d the pudding pcxt. 

Now to apply, has plagu’d me more 
Than all his villain cant before. 

For your religion ; first, of her 
Your friends do sav’ry things aver : 

They say she’s honest as your claret, 

Not sour’d with cant, nor stumm’d with merit. 
Your chamber is the sole retreat 
Of chaplains ev’ry Sunday night * 

Of grace, no doubt, a certain sign. 

When layman herds with man divine ; 

For if their fame be justly great. 

Who m ould no Popish nuncio treat. 

That his is greater, we must gtm fci. 

Who will treat nuncios Protestant. 

One single positive weighs more. 

You know, than negatives a score. 

In politics, 1 hear, you're stanch, 

Directly bent against the French j 
Deny to have your free-born toe 
Dragoon'd into a wooden shoe $ 

Are in no plots, hut fairly drive at 
The public welfare, jn your private t 
And will for England’s glory try 
Turks, Jews, and Jesuits, to defy, 

And keep jour plage* die. 

b 3 


} 
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For me, whom wand ’ring Fortune threw 
From what I lov’d, the town and you, 

Let me just tell you how my time is 
Pass’d in a countryslife. — Imprimis, 

As soon as Phrebus’ rays inspect us, 

First, Sir, I read, and then I breakfast $ 

So on, till foresaid god dags set, 

I sometimes study, sometimes eat. 

Thus, of your heroes and brave boys. 

With whom old Homer makes such noise. 

The greatest actions 1 can find 

Are, that they did their work, and din’d. 

The books of which I'm chiefly fond. 

Are such as you have whilom conn’d ; 

That treat of China's civil law. 

And subjects’ rights in Golconda ; 

Of highway elephants at Ceylan, 

That rob in clans, like men o’ th’ Highland ; 
Of apes that storm or keep a town 
As well, almost, as Count Lauzun ; 

Of unicorns and alligators, 

Elks, mermaids, mummies, witches, satyrs. 
And twenty other stranger matters, 

Which, tho’ they're things I’ve no concern in, 
Make all our grooms admin my learning. 

Critiques I read on other men. 

And hypers upon them again j 
\ From whose remarks I give opinion 
On twenty books, yet ne'er took in one. 



TO FLEETWOOD SHEPHARD, ESQ. 


Then all jour wits that fleer and sham, 
Down from Don Quixote to Tom Tram, 

From whom I jests and puns purloin. 

And slilj put them off for mine, 

Fond to be thought a country wit. 

The rest — when Fate and you think fit. 

Sometimes 1 climb my mare, and kick her 
To bottled ale and neighbTing vicar; 

So met imcs at Stamford take a quart ; 

’Squire fchephard’s health — with all my heart. 
Thus, without much delight or grief, 

1 fool away an idle life, 

Till Shadwell from the town retires, 

(Choak'd up with fume and seacoal fires) 

To bless the wood with peaceful lyric ; 

Then hey for praise and panegyric ; 

Justice restor’d, and nations freed. 

And wreaths round Willfam’s glorious head. 


AN EPISTLE 

TO FLEETWOOD SHEPHARD, ESQ. 1689. 

When crowding folk, with strange ill faoas. 
Were making legs and begging places. 

And some with patents, some with merit. 
Tir'd out mj good Lord Dorset’s spirit. 
Sneaking 1 stood amongst the crew, 

Desiring much to speak with yon. 
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1 wailed while the clock struck thrice, 

Aud footman brought out fifty lies. 

Till, patience vex’d and legs grown weary, 
1 thought it was in vain to tarry ; 

But did opine it might be better 
By penny-post to send a letter f 
Now, if you miss of this pjAtlfy 
I'm balk'd again, and may go whistle. 

bus’ncss, Sir, you’ll quickly guess, 

Is to desire some little place ; 

And fair pretensions 1 have for't. 

Much need, and very small desert. 
Whene’er 1 write to you I wanted, 

1 always begg’d, you always granted. 

Now, as you tdok me up when little, - 
Gave me my learning and my vict'al, 

Ask’d for me from my Lord things fitting, 
Kind as I'd been your owu begetting ; 
Confirm what formerly you’ve giv’n, 

Nor leave me now at six and seven, 

Ab Sunderland has left Mun Stephen. 

No family, that takes a whelp 
When first he laps, and scarce can yelp, 
Neglects, or turns him out of gate. 

When he’s grown up to dog’s estate * 

Nor parish, if they erase adopt 
The spurious brut* by strollers dropt, 
Leave ’em, when grown up lusty fellows. 
To the wide world, that is, the gallows 
No, thank ’em, . for their love, that’s worse 
Than if they’d throttled them at nurse. 



Tt> FLEETWOOD iIephard, esq. 
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My uncle, rest his soul ! when living. 
Might have contriv’d me ways of thriving. 
Taught me with cyder to replenish 
My vats, or ebbing tide of Renish. 

So when for Hock 1 drew prickt white wine. 
Swear’ t had the flavour, and was right wine f 
Or sent me with ten pounds to Furni- 
Val’s-inn, to some good rogue-attorney. 
Where now, by forging deeds, and cheating. 
I’d found some handsome ways of getting. 

Ail this you made me quit, to follow 
That sneaking whey-fac’d God Apolio ; 

Sent me among a fiddling crew 
Of folks I’d never seen nor knew. 

Calliope, and God knows who. 

To add no more invectives to it, 

You spoil’d a youth, to make a poet. 

Iu common justice. Sir, there’s no man 
That makes the whore, but keeps the woman* 
Amongst all h on oat Christian people. 

Whoe’er breaks limbs maintains the cripple. 

The sum of all 1 have to say 
Is, that you'd put me in some way. 

And your petitioner shall pray— 

There’s one thing more I had almost slipt, 
But that may do as well in postscript i 
My friend Charles Montague’s preferr’d \ 

Nor would 1 have it long observ’d 

That one Moose eats while t’other’* starv’d. 


J 

} 

} 
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Ad vlrum dqetisbimum ct amicum Domlnum 

SAMUELEM SCHAW, 

Dum theses de ictero pro gradu doctoris 
defenderet. 

Phoebe potens soevis raqfbis vcl Iaedere gentes, 
Laesas solerti vel relevare manu, 

A spice tu decus hoc nostrum, placidusquc faterc 
lndomitus quantum prosit in arte labor : 

Non ictr&m posthac pestemve minaberis orbi. 
Fortius hie juvenis dum mcdicamen habet : 

Mitte dchinc iras, et nato carmina dona ; 
Ncglectum telunj dejice, sume lyram. 

4 Junii, 1 &J2- matthjbus fuor. 


TRANSLATION BY MR. COOKE. 

To my learned Friend 

SAMUEL SCHAW, 

At taking his 

DOCTOR’S DEGREE AT LEYDEN, 

And defending a Thesis on the Jaundice. 

O PnoEwcs* Deity, whose pow’rful hand 
Can spread diseases thro* the joyful land. 
Alike all pow’rful to relieve the pain. 

And bid the groaning nations smile again % 



TO THE KING. 


II 


When Schaw, mi r pride, you see, confess you find 
In him what art can do, with labour join’d ; 

No more the world thy direful threats shall fear. 
While he, the youth, our remedy is near : 
Suppress thy rage, with verse thy son inspire. 
The dart neglected, to assume the lyre. 


PRESENTED TO THE KING, 

At his Arrival in Holland, 

AFTER THE DISCOVERT OF THE CONSPIRACY, 1 006. 


Seme in celum redeas, diuque 
Laetus intersis populo Qulrini : 

Neve te nostris vitils imquum 
Ocyor aura 

Tollat HOR. AD AUGUSTUM. 


Ye careful angels, whom eternal Fate 
Ordains, on earth and human acts to wait t 
Who turn with secret power this restless ball. 
And bid predestin'd empire rise and fitfl : 

Your sacred aid religious monarch* own, 

When first they merit, then ascend the throne % 
But tyrants dread ye, lest your just decree 
Transfer the pow'r, and set the people free : 
See rescu'd Britain at your altars bow. 

And hear her hymns your happy care avow « 
That still her axes and her rods support 
The judge’s frown, and grace the awftd court ; 
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That Law, with all her ^pmpous terror stands. 

To wrest the dagger from the traitor’s hands ; 
And rigid Justice reads the fatal word. 

Poises the balance first, then draws the sword. 

Britain her safety to your guidance owns, 

That she can sep’rate parncides from sons ; 

That, impious rage disan^jd, she lives and reigns. 
Her freedom kept by him who broke her chains. 

And thou, great Minister, above the rest 
Of guardian spirits, be thou for ever blest : 
Thou, who of old was sent to Israel’s court 
With secret aid, great David’s strong support. 
To mock the frantic rage of cruel Saul, 

And strike the useless jav’lin to the wall. 

Thy later care o’er William’s temples held, 

On Boyne’s propitious banks, the heav’nly shield, 
When pow’r Divine did Bov’reign right declure, 
Ahd cannons mark’d whom they were bid to spare. 

Still, blessed Angel, be thy care the same! 
Be William’s life untouch’d, as is his fame 1 
Let him own thine, as Britain owns his hand $ 
Save thou the King, as he has sav’d the land. 

We angels’ forms in pious monarchs view ; 

We reverence William, for he acts like you ; 

Like you, commission'd to chastise and bless, 

He must avenge the world, and give it peace. 

Indulgent Fate out potent pray’r receives, 

And still Britannia smiles and William lives s 
The hero, dear to Earth, by Heav’n belov’d. 

By, troubles must be vex’d, by dangers prert’d; 



TO TftS KING, 
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His foes must aid, to make bis fame complete. 
And fix bis throne secure on their defeat. 

So, tho* with sudden rage the tempest comes, 
Tho’ the winds roar, and tho* the water foams, 
Imperial Britain on the sea looks down. 

And smiling sees her rebel subjects frown : 
Striking her cliff, the storm confirms her pow’r ; 
The waves but -whiten her triumphant shore : 

In vain they would advance, in vain retreat ; 
Broken they dash, and perish at her feet. 

For W illium still new wonders shall be shown ; 
The pow’rs that rescu’d shall preserve the throne. 
Safe on his darling Britain’s joyful sea, 

Behold, the monarch ploughs his liquid way : 

His fleets in thunder thro’ the world declare 
Whose empire they obe}, whose arms they bear. 
Bless’d by aspiring winds, he finds the strand ) 
Blacken'd with crowds j he sees the nation stand, > 
Blessing bis safety, proud of his command. J 
In various tongues he hears the captains dwell 
On their "Teat Leader’s praise ; by turns they tell 
And listen, each with emulous glory fir’d. 

How William conquer’d, and how France retir’d; 
How Belgia, freed, the hero’s arm eonfest. 

But trembled for the courage which she blest. 

O Louis! from this great example know 
To be at once a hero and a foe : 

By sounding’ trumpets, bear, and rattling drums, 
hen William to the open vengeance comes; 

VOL. II. C 
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And tee the soldier plead" fhe monarch’s yight, 
Heading his troops, and foremost in the fight. 

Hence, then, close Ambush and perfidious War, 
Down to jour native scats of night repairs 
And thou, Bcllona, weep thy cruel pride 
Restrain'd, behind the rictoT’a chariot ty’d 
In brazen knots and everrffcrting chains: 

(So Europe’s peace, so William’* fate ordains) 
While on the iv’ry chair, m happy state. 

He sits, secure in innocence, and great 
In regal clemency, and views beneath 
Averted darts of rage and pointless arms of death* 


TO A CHILD OF QUALITY, 

Five years eld, 1704-j the Author then forty*. 


Lords, knights, and 'squires, the num’rous band 
That wear the fair Miss Mary’s t fetters, 
Were summon'd by her high command, 

To show their passions by their letters, 
ii. 

My pen amongst the rest I took. 

Lest those bright eyes that cannot read 
Should dart their kindling fires, and look 
The powr they bare to be obey’d. 


* Mr. Prior was born in the 

* We presume this young 


one of the Dor&t fta»Hy , 
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in. 

Xor quality nor reputation 

Forbid me yet my flame to tell, 

tfe&r five years old befriends my passion, 

And I may write till she can spell. 

IV. 

IW, while she makes her silkworms beds. 

With all the tender things I swear, 

Whilst all the house my passion reads 
In papers round her baby ’s hair ; 

v. 

She may receive and own my flame. 

For, tho’ the strictest prudes should know it, 

Mie’ll pass for u most virtuous dame, 

And I for an unhappy poet. 

VI. 

Then, too, alas! when she shall tear 
The lines some younger rival sends, 

She’ll give me leave to write, I fear, 

And «e shall still continue friends. 

▼ii. 

For, as our different ages move, 

Tis so ordain’d, (wou’d Fate but mend it!) 

That I shall be past making love 
W hen she begins to comprehend it. 



id 


TO THE COUNTESS OF EXETER, 
Playing on the Lute. 

W bat charms you have, from what high race 
you sprung, 

Have been the pleasing subjects of my song: 
Unskill’d and young, yet#omething still I writ 
Of Ca’ndish* beauty join'd to Cecil's wit. 

But when you please to show the lab’ring Muse 
What greater theme your music can produce. 

My babbling praises 1 repeat no more, 

But hear, rejoice, stand silent, and adore. 

The Persians thus, first gazing on the sun. 
Admir'd how high 'twas plac’d,how bright it shone; 
But, as his pow'r was known, their thoughts were 
rais'd. 

And soon they worshipp’d what at first they prais'd. 

Eliza's glory lives in Spenser's song. 

And Cowley’s verse keeps fair Orinda* young; 
That as in birth, in beauty you excel. 

The muse might dictate and the poet tell : 

Your art no other art can speak ; and you. 

To show how well you play, must play anew : 
Your music's pow'r your music must disclose, 

' For what light is, ’tis only light that shows. 
Strange force of harmony, that thus controls 
Our thoughts, and turns and sanctities our souls : 
While with its utmost art your sex Qpuld moot 
Our wonder only, or at best our love : 

• Mrs, Katharine Philips. 



TO THE COCNTES9 OP EXETLR. 
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You far above both these your Clod did place. 
That jour high pow’r might worldly thoughts de- 
stroy ; 

That with year numbers you our seal might raise, 
And, like himself, communicate your joy. 

When to your native heav’n you bhall repair. 
And with your presence crown the blessings there. 
Your lute may wind its strings but little higher. 
To tune their notes to that immortal quire. 

1 our art is perfect here ; your numbers do, Y 
More than our books, make the rude Atheist f 
know f 

Thut there's a Heav'n, by what he hears below. J 
As in some piece, while Luke his skill exprest, 
A cunning angel came and drew the rest ; 
ho when you play, some godhead does impart 
Harmonious aid ; divinity helps art ; 
home cherub finishes what you begun. 

And to a miracle improves a tune. 

To burning Rome when frantic Nero play'd. 
Viewing that face, no more he had survey'd 
The raging flames ; but, struck with strange sur- 
prise, 

Confess’d them less than those of Anna’s eyes: 
Bur, had he heard thy lute, he soon had found 
Bis rage eluded and bis crime aton'd : 

"Thine, like Amphion’shand, had wak’d the stone. 
And from destnfetion call'd the rising fawn* 
Malice to music had been forc'd to yield, 

Yor could he burn so fast as thou oonldst build. 



TO THE COUNTESS OF DORSET. 

WRITTEN IN HER MILTON, 

By Mr. Bradbury. 

See here how bright the first-born virgin shone. 
And how the first fond lov^-wao. undone. 

Such charming words our beauteous mother spoke, 
As Milton wrote, and such as yours her look. 
Yours the best copy of th’ original face, 

Whose beauty was to furnish all the race: 

Such chains no author oould escape but he ; 
There's no way to be safe— but not to see. 


TO THE LADY DURSLEY, 

On the same Subject. 

Here reading how fond Adam was betray’d. 

And how by sin Eve’s blasted charms decay’d. 
Our common loss unjustly you complain, 

So small that part of it which you sustain. 

You still, fair mother, in your offspring trace 
The stock of beauty destin'd for the race : 

Kind Nature, forming them, the pattern took 
From Heav’n’s first work, and Eve’s original look. 

You, happy Saint, the serpent’s pow’r control i 
Scarce any actual guilt defiles your soul ; 

And hell does o’er that mind vain triumph boOjit, 
Which gains a Heav*n for earthly Eden lost. 



TO BIT LORD BUCKHURBl. - 19 

With virtue strong as jours had Eve been arm'd. 
In vain the fruit bad blush'd, or serpent charm'd; 
Nor had our bliss by penitence been bought. 

Nor bad frail Adam fall’n, nor Milton wrote. 


TO MY LORD BUCKHURST, 
Very young , playing wUh a Cat* 

Fiie am’rous jou*b, whose tender breast 
Was by his darling Cat possest, 

Obtain'd of Venus bis desire, 

i 1 

Howe er irregular his fire : 

Nature the pow'r of love obey’d. 

The Cat became a blushing njfai6. 

And, on the happy change, the ho^ 
Employ'd his wonder and hr* jqy. 

Take care, O beauteous Chlldy *ake,car$ 
Lest thou prefer sorasbrit praj’r; 

Nor vainly hope thq Queen of Love 
W r ill e’er thy fav’rite’s eharrits faqprove. 

O quickly from her* shrine retreat, 

Or tremble for thy darling’s fate ! 

The Queen of Love, who toon will see 
Her own Adonis live in thee. 

Will lightly her flrstjes* deplore, 

Will easily forgive the boor s 

Her eyes with levs no more w»H flew, 

With jealous rage her breast will glow. 
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Ind on her tabby rival’* face 

She deep will mark her new disgrace. 


TO TELE HOldeK ABLE 

CHARLES MONTAGUE, ESQ. 

A y fjterwarda Earl of HaUjfax . 

i. 

Howe’er, ’tis well that, while mankind 
Thro’ Fate’s perverse meander errs. 

He can imagin’d pleasures find. 

To combat against real cares. 

KI. 

Fancies and notions he pursues, 

Which ne’er had being but in thought j 

Each, like the Grecian artist, woo* 

The image be himself has wrought. 
iu. 

Against experience he believes $ 

He argues against demonstration : 

Pleas’d when his reason he deceives, 

' And sets his judgipeat by his passion. 

IV. 

The hoary fool, who many days 

Has struggled with o o a rtn wod sorrow. 

Renews his hope, and bUndijc lays 
The desp’rate hat upon to morrow. 



lO THE HONORABLE C. MOVTM.l’l. 


To-morrow comes ; ’tits noon, ’tis night : 

This daj« like all the forraef; flies : 

^ el on he i cm., to seek delight * 
To-morrrow, till to-night he dies. 

VI. 

Our hopes, likej tow’ring falcons, aim 
At objr; .b ifl 'dn airy height •„ 

The little pleasure of the game 
Is train af.ir to View the flight. 

VII. 

Our anxious pains vre all the day 
In search of what we like employ ; 
Scorning at night the worthless prey, 

Wc find the labour gave the joj . 

VIII. 

At distance thro’ an artffcl glass 

To the mind’s eye things well appear ; 
They lose their forms, and make a Ima&s 
Confus'd and black, if brought too neai. 

IX.* 

If we see right, we see out; woes : 

Then what avails it to have- eyes ? 

From ignorance our comfort flows: 

The only wretched are the wise. 

x. 

We weary’d should lie down in death, 

This cheat of life -Would take no motet 
If jou thought fame but empty breather 
I, Phillis but a peijur’d whore 
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EPtSTLEK. 


VARIATIONS IN A COPY, PRINTED 1692. 

Our hopes, like towering falcons, aim 
At objects in an airy height; 

But all the pleasure of the game 
Is afar off to view the flight. 

The worthless prey but only shews 
The joy consisted in the strife; 

Whate’er we take, as sosn we lose 
In Homer's riddle and in life. 

So, whilst in feverish sleepB we think 
We taste what waking we desire. 

The dream is better than the drink. 
Which only feeds the sickly fire. 

To the mind’s eye things well appear. 

At distance through an artful glass; 

Bring but the flattering objects near. 
They’re all a senseless gloomy mass. 

Seeing aright, we see our woes: 

Then what avails it to have eyes ? 

From ignoranee oar comfort hows. 

The only wretched are the wise. 

We wearied should lie down in death, 
Th|s cheat of life would take no more; 

If you thought fame bat stinking breath, 

‘ jMd but a perjur’d whores 
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TO DR. SHERLOCK, 

On his Practical Discourse concerning Death* 

Forgive the Muse, who, in unhallow’d strains, 
The Saint one moment from his God detains ; 

For sure, whate’er you do, where’er you are, 
’Tis all but one good work, one constant praj’r. 
Forgive her ; and entreat that God, to whom 
Thy favour’d vows with kind acceptance come, 

To raise her notes to that sublime degree 
Which suits a song of piety and thee. 

Wondrous good Man I whose labours may repel 
The force of sin, may stop the rage of hell i 
Thou, like the Baptist, from thy God was sent. 
The crying Voice, to bid the world repent. 

Thee Y onth shall study, and no more engage 
Their Halt 'ring wishes for uncertain age ; 

No more, with fruitless care and cheated strife. 
Chase fleeting pleasure thro’ this maze of life ; 
Finding the wTetched all they here can have 
But present food, and but a future grave $ 

Each, great as Philip's victor son, shall view 
This abject world, and, weeping, ask anew. 

Decrepit Age shall read thee, and confess 
Thy labours can assuage where med’dnes c ease « 
Shall bless thy words, their wounded soul’s relief. 
The drops that sweeten their last dregs of life ; 
Shall look to Heav’n and laugh at all beneath, 'l 
Own riches gather'd trouble, ftmeabKa% V 
And life an ill,, whose only cure is death. J 
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EPISTLES. 


Thj even thoughts with s# much plainness flow 
Tlieir sense untutor'd Infancy may know; 

Vet to such height is all that plainness wrought. 
Wit may admire, and letter’d Pride be taught 
Easy in words the style, in sense sublime, 

On its blest steps each age and se\ maj rise ; 

’Tis like the ladder in the Patriarch’s dieam. 

Its foot on earth, its height above the Rkics. 
Diffus’d ils virtue, boundless is it’s pow’t 5 
*Tis public heat tli, and universal cure : 

Of hcuv’nVy manna ’tis a second feast, 

A nation’s food, and all to cv’ry taste. 

To its last height mad Britain’s gullf tya* Tear’d. 
And Various dt ath for various crimes she t ai u : 
With your kind Work her drooping hopes revive ; 
Ybu hid her read, repent,* adore and live : 

You wrdlt the bolt from Heav’n’s avenging hand, 
htop JffWjy death, and save a sinking land, 
f ,I|t s save As still ; still bless us with thy stay: 
O! want tfiytjeav’ii til] we base lcam’d the way: 
Refuse to leave thy destin’d charge too sooh, 
And for the Church’s good defer thj own. 

O l live, and let thy "Works urge our belief ; 
Live to explain thy doctrine by thy life ; 

Till future infancy, baptiz’d by thee, 1 

Grow ripe in years, and old in piety ; > 

Till Chrisum* yet unborn be taught to die. 3 
Then in full age and hoary holiness 
Retire, great Teacher! to thy promis’d bliss* 



TO PfTTIO 
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tMoueh’difojr jwtfiijufr’tf thy dust, 

Ae own Itlie future just, 

Trlfyfti dttlSltful trumpet Speaks; 

Tilj Md^Aen|«Rf(|!^MM , ^tcK'6ri , d nature wakey ; 
'J'lW lit W. deepest Sea 

Oui tCdlWjtt ujygptft.^nad then dustin’ way, 

(n 4«M|*othe their kindred souls ; gain, 
F^rfet^ <*ir H s^e, an<| build immortal man * 

Then fcaj^essj thou, who weh sustain'dst the fighf. 
To ^atl|g of jdy and tracts of endless light, 

Lead uu ajl those who heard thee and believ'd ; 'j 
Midst, tJJy own flock, great Shepherd, be receiv’d, k 
Aqd glad all Ileav’n with billions thou hast sav'd. J 


TO A PERSON 

(tfto wrote ill , and spoke worse , agau^pl pe, 

X^ie, Philo, untouch'd, on my peaceable slielf , I 
Nor take it amiss that so little 1 heed thee ; 
I've no envy to thee and some love to myself ; 
Then why should 1 answer, since first i must 
re*d thee? 

Drunk with Helicon's waters and double-hrew’d 
b*b. 

Be a linguist* a poet, a critic, a wag $ 

To the solid delight of thy well-judging dub. 

To the danuge alone of tby bookseller Brag. 

VOL. 12 . o 



Pursue me with satire ; what barm is there in't J 
But from all viva voce reflection forbear ; 
There can be no danger from what tbou shalt print ; 
There may be a little from what thou roayst 
swear. 


<lu 

ON THE SAME PER90N. 

"\V bile, faster than his costive brain indite?, 
Philo's quick hand in flowing letters writes ; 
His case appears to me like honest Teague's. 
When he was run away with by his legs. 
Phoebus, give Philo o'er himself command s 
Quicken his senses, or restrain his hand ; 

Let him be kept from paper, pen, and ink ; 
So may he oease to write, and learn to think* 


TO THE 

LADY ELIZABETH HARLEY, 

AFTERWARDS MARCHIONESS OF CAERMARTHEV. 

On a Column of her drawing. 

w hen future ages shall with wonder view 
These glorious lines which Harley’s daughter drew, 
' They shall confess that Britain coaid not raise 
\ fairer Column to the father’s praise. 
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TO THE RIGHT HONORABLE Tlfc 

COUNTESS DOWAGER OF DEVONSHIRE, 

Off a Piece of W lessen' 9 , \ekereen were ell her 
Grandson* painted. 

W IEMEN and Nature held a long tfasfea t. 

If she created or he painted beat ; 

With pleasing thought the wondrous combat grew; 
She still form’d fairer, he still like her drew, 
lu these sev’n bretlircn they contended last ; 

With art increas’d, their utmost sldll they try'd. 
And both well pleas'd they had themselves 
surpast, " 

The Goddess triumph’d, and the painter dy’d. 
That both their skill to this vast height did raise. 
Be ours the wonder, and be your? the praise : 

For here, as in some glass, is well descry ’d 
Only yourself, thus often multiply’d. 

When Hehv’n had you and gracious Anna • made, 
What more exalted beauty could it add ? 

Having no nobler images in store, 

It but kept up to these, nor could do more > 
Than copy well what it had fram’d before. j 
If in dear Burghley’s gen’ reus face we see 
Obliging truth and handsome honesty. 

With all that world of charms, which soon will 
nnove ^ 

Hcv’rence in men, and in the fair one* love h 

* Eldest daughter of the Coustess. 

o 2 
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EMB^ES'. 


His very *graoe hi* '<ur de*el» « i 

He has hi* ffictif bpauty, sb&i hgrtiMbn. 

If ev’ryl Cecils < Mgv’ff 

That thought t n \ u|l 80 w|gt' * Iflfo ’fk form, 

Their fe. orfcs ai k * 

They are all Fan' ajjrf^ri ou.i 

Hev’ifr (' • J 

from you that air, from yon therawtn*, tney look. 
In their each Jamh your image is cxjtT&iU „ 

But on their brc* firm cdurage^taads cbWst V 
There their great father, by ArtJ *Wterhpse, 
AddsoTmiigth to hfpaaty',' and oopi^(e^|^{<]^iece. 
Thu* u 1 yom* beauty in yout sc^jjfJWriir, ^ 
V * i*»en stsv’u lime* onr great* fietTe ffijwl f’Wtlff*) > 
Whoever §44 t£p picture stifl * J 

So when the parehfe*t*i/ f i& gmBqllbMw '* 
IU apimateft maity goodly geMflh/ 5* ijj|/ 

He sees himself nyi 'v’d, While ev’ry stone, 
With a rcsemb'iug4i|hfc Aleuts a sun. 

to whui $*e t H hra r^kti s{»hefl L iv’n, 
Sucii as might 0 " tUn oilman a taeavX* 

Her glory grew diffus'd * 'and, fujle^noyp, 

She saw tb* ffM in dWv Wt 

4nd to wh* / f\m> sdfJeT MetLfuljhrB rais’d* 


schrtffst i 
; l frfcrhpse. 


^nd to whju 1 M* 
Hon'rmgKhf Jfff4 
In short -dJ^tolh 
Which iIckifdu’M 
Hour strong ^ Igm 

’■Tk «till%fw’4,S 


ats rais’d, 
^n^thef prais’d. 

m %ej»h»ysi 

1 mTyofr face. 



TO A YOUNG LADY. 
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Ah ! Weis sen, had thy art been bo refin’d 
As with their beauty to have drawn their mind, 
Thro’ circling years thy labours would survive, 1 
And living iuIcs to fairest virtue give, j 

To men unborn and ages yet to live : J 

'T would still be wonderful, and still be new. 
Against what time, or spite, or fate, could do, 
Till thine, contus'd with nature’s pieces, lie. 
And Cau'dish’s name and Cecil's honor die. 


TO A YOUNG LADY, 


WHO I OND OF FORTUNE-TELLING. 

You, Madam, may w i^h safety go 
Decrees of destiny to know j 
I or at your birth kind planets reign’d^ 

And certain happiness ordain’d : 

Such charms a» yours are only giv’n 
To chosen lavourites of Heav’n. 

But such is my uncertain state, 

’Ti» dangerous to try my fate ; 

For 1 would only know* boo art 
The future motions of 'your heart, 

And what predestinated doom ♦ 

Attends ay love for years to oone % 

No secrets else, that morCtis learn. 


My 
But this win 
1 


14 
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JOSTLES. 


For whiles tfie|ipgd lest hope remains, 
Faint joys itr# niini Jed with my pains. 
Vain Itsfcid views jmy faopv please, 1 
And i ivc some internet dng case i 
But/ehouid t^e f,htij jf- 0 p plamij; gho/vr 
TJvt yoi^ have spum’d myxndfcefls woe, 
tfo human force or art opuia hour 
The torment of my wild despair., 

This secret, then, 1 dare not know, 
And other truths are useless now 
W hat matters, if unblesr in love, 

Hfow lean ftr short my life will prove ? 
To grai^jwhat low desire. 

Should fjtfVw needless haste inquire. 
How $1$$% how wealthy. I shall be ? 
Oh ; what is Wealth or pow’r to me ' 
Y s^fy/or undone, 

It must nrbjeed from you alone. 


TO A ON HIS NUPT^LS,. 

Whew lay bleat in his Ateausna’s charms, 
Three mv'ht* p one he prest her in Inswraw i 
The sun \iy sot, and conscious J*auire strove 
To sha dauber Godhead to ptokmg his love. 

Far that aospaefcms night AkMes came * 
What 1« A coaid rtse Asm Jwee and mob a dame 



/DESIRING TBS BEN'S PICTURE. 
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May this auajpcious night with that compare. 
Nor less the jori, nor less the rising heir. 

He strong as Jdre, she like Alcmona fair. 


} 


/O A POET OF QUALITY, 

t'PKAieiRft THE LA.DV HI' " BROKE. 

1. 

t&v judicious Muse’s sense, 

Yoii^k Hinchinbroke so vc»; #ri»ud is. 
That f’acli mssa and rlor>cn*e 

She looks henceforth upon as dowdies. 

- *L * tu 

Yet sne^n one must still submit, 

T$ 4 eaT kahuna must pay her duty ; 

Stub; wo nt'*™, praising Wilmot’s wit, „ 

Thou should* t forget his da u ght er’s beauty. 


AN EPISTLE, 


.iVrtiten at Paris 1714, but left u s dol s h s d , 

By THE «TM»flr WESTS OP SEE VAJSSST* S MU 

Tee train 4>f equipage and pomp of state, 
me swung sideboard and the bwoiaW Ah 



Let othefrbttifiistqp, greet Anne, require, 

- fl # partial foil thy gift to their desire. 

foir Portrait of ray sov’reign Dame, 

To that alone eternal be my claim. 

My bright defender, and ray dread delight. 

If ever 1 found favour hi thy sight ; 

If all the pains that fa# toy Britain’s sake 
My past hat took, or future life may take, 

Be grateful to my Queen, permit ray pray’r, 

And with this gift reward my total care. 

Will thy indulgent hand, foir Saint, allow 
The boon I and will thy ear accept the vow ? 
That in despite of age, of impious flame. 

And eating Time, thy Picture, like thy fame, 
Entire may last, that as their eyes survey 
The semblam shade, then yet unborn may say, 
Thus great, thus gracious, look’d Britannia’s Queen, 
Her brow thus smooth, her look was thus serene ; 
When to a low, hot to a loyal hand 
The mighty Empress gave her high command. 
That be to hostile camps and kings sb 
To speak her vengeance, as their dan( t ; 

To say, she wills detested wars to ceai 
She.chfoks her conquest for her subjec 
And bids the world attend her terms oi 
Thee, gradtms Anne, thee present 
Thee, Qdeen of peace— If Time and 
Higher to raise the glories of thy reign, [pOw’r 
In nfrHttpr and a ntibltf strain, 



’nb MON^TETJE feOILEAfe DFSPREAT^. % 

JjWgtertft the Whjfctv gMg*rhcane ? 

— tl ^MK J«Kf, tend PhoihiM^ r of ^ne t 

The \ t suspend * 


A tFTUH 

TO HONUELR ^BOILAAV IJESpRf AtJJC f 
Occasioned by (he Vk.tor> at Blenh^i7«|. 


— Cupidum, Pater op time, vires 

IJcfttiuru regiK emm qu via horrentla pills 

Agm r at net f act 1 pereunte' c splde Gallos. — HOR. Sat. i. 

S ntmi h‘r d for ufe, tjjfa senue Mote must ««*. 
Successive conquests and a^kujons Kin g % 

Must pf a nine numottpl Wdtaty boost. 

And bring ‘him lfifarels, *tb*t»oe'at ' dxej cost % 

WfV I'tdm #ilt't^u emplqp, wh** colors lay 
On the event of thht superior 
In vbic^W foolish subject'* prosp’roua hand 
(So Joie U did|yifl* so ifum did command) 

Broke tb^ proud kopHin pltotkiy ouster's praise 
Whftb AMptfd 4 h **>«» JO 

£'S®SWfesSSS?ff 

Thkr hdaffir the Jpfalujr vmltfftfM tee* ^ 

With «S| 

Some t «leuio4 wvjmf 1 /i dfyl 1 * f * **« &fbt as 
And Mats flfastook, tho’ Ix»« > ^rdex l riffaf. 
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Muse invok'd the tuneful Nfrte, 
|ow Lotus did not pass the Rhine, 

What work had we with Wageninghen, Amheim, 
Place* that could not be reduc’d to rhyme 1 21 

And, tho’ the poet made his last efforts, 

Wurts— who could mention in heroic — Wurts? 
But, tell me, hast thou maftn to complain 
Of the rough triumphs of the last campaign ? 
The Danube' rescu’d and the Empire sav’d, 

Say, is the majesty of verse retriev’d ? 

And would it prejudice thy softer vein, 

To sing the princes, Louis and Eugene ? 

Is it too hard in happy verse to place 30 

The Vans and Venders of .Jfce Rhine and Maese t 
Her warriors Anna sends from Tweed and Thames, 
That Prance may fail by more harmonious names. 
Canst thou not Hamilton or Lumley bear ? 

Would Isgoldsby or Palmes offend thy ear ? 

And is there not %sound in Marlbrd’s name "'1 
Which then and all thy brethren ought to claim, V 
Sacred to verse, and sure of endless fame ? j 
Catfc; is in metre something harsh to read t 
Place me the valiant Goaram in his stead : 40 

|<t the intention make the number good t 
Letgna’rous Sylvius speak for honest Wood# 
Ahdgbo’ rough Churchill scarce ia vefse twill gtskm, 
4b aa to hove one rhyme at his command, 

WiA mm the bard, reciting Blenheim’s plain, 
llay^loee the verse, rememb’riog but tho Dane. 
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I grant, old friend, old foe, (for such we are 
Alternate as the chance of peaoe and war) 

That we poetic folks, who must restrain 
Our measur’d sayings in 'U equal chain, 00 
Have troubles utterly unknown to those 
Who let their fancy loose in rambling prose. 

-For instance, now, how hard is it for me 
To make my matter and my verse agree t 
In one great day, on Hoobstet’s fatal plain, * 
French and Bavarians, twenty thousand thh | 
Push’d thro’ the Danube to the shores of %t 
Squadrons eighteen, battalions twenty-fig \ 

Officers captive made, and private men, 

Of these, twelve h un dre d ; of those, thousands tin; 
Tents, ammunition, colors, carriages, * 01 
Cannons, and kcttle-dnuns, — swept numbers thoif^ 
But is it thus you Rnglbh bards dbppO** 1 
With Runic lays thus tag tepid prose ? 

And when you should your hero's deeds rehearse, 
Give us a commissary's list in verse 1 

Why, faith, Desprenux, there's tense in What 
1 told you where my difficulty lay i [you my*; 

So vast, so numerous were great Blenheim spoils, 00 
They scorn the bounds of verse, and mock thelfual'e 
'Ml make the rough recital aptly chime, [teMr 
Or bring the sum of Gallia's loss to tbyng 
Tis mighty hard : what poet woul d emay 
To count the streamers of sty Lord Mayor's dlK 
To nuasber all the sev'rel dishes drest 
By honest Lamb last coronation-feest ? 
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Onqpke arithmetic and ep'm meet, 

And Newtpn’* thought* in Dry den s style repeat t 
O Poet 1 3»d it ix'en Apollo’s will 
That 1 had alter .1 a portion of thy skill ; 80 

Ad this poor bi< •( receiv'd the beav’nly beam. 
Or cquld 1 Lope my * erae might reach my theme ; 
Y< ( -i 1 yet the ltA'ug£%luse should strive 

13 1 * i tin mui,!i of Mftrjhrtti wreathes to live* 

.V .il *\i 1 i*,urm» Gut)* to bless her choice, 

. t* li f ^.'iitv’s strains evalt her vtuoty, 

A aw > id i Queen to who, gruafc and g ood, ’ 

1 tv f .'»< <i4es<w]9^a^^V»W(»id’ riatfWt, 

■> 1 COBMlSBi*^. *, 1 1 

ih< ia ‘y<?a44iMSltoI>tt>l<< t«Q 

fa piop four JawS*’. <*» ifrW 


gyjtj 

vugs <rwr& 


Sudden the lymphs dni i- 1 Hu shMddappear $ 
And as great Anna smiles* dispel their fear : 

With active dance should her dhsesraace claim? 
With vocal shell should soaadtier happy natnei 100 
Their master Tbtmes Should lesrvethe aeigWitag 
4fijT hh strong anqhorknowuand silver per : [shore, 
•houldUy hheanrigns at Mb sev’reige’s feet, 

;A*4 ft*dfcmoe rehd with humble grace entreat. 

TofcyhU dour defttacts he should complain, 
That afteht he blesses her indulgent reign. 



*o Monsieur loniiO despaeaux. 3V 

Whilst further seas are by his fleets survey’d, 

And on his happy banks each India laid. 

His brethren Maese, and Waal, and Rhine, and Saar, 
Feci the bard burden of oppressive war : I 10 

That Danube scarce retains his rightful course 
Against two rebel armies’ neighb’ring force ; 

And all must weep, sad captives to the Seine, 
Unless nncbain’d and freed by Britain’s Queen. 

The valiant Sov’reign calls her Gen'rai forth. 
Neither recites her bounty nor his worth ; 

She tells him he must Europe’s fate redeem, 

And by that labour merit her esteem $ 

She bids him wait her to the sacred hall. 

Shows him Pi ince Edward and the conquer'd Gaul $ 
Fixing the bloody cross upon his breast, 121 
Says he inuot die, or succour the distrest : 

Placing the Saint an emblem by hi. aide. 

She tells him Virtue arm’d must conquer latrlesa 
. The hero bows obedient, und retires ; [Pride-. 
The Queen's commands exalt the warrior’s fires : 
His steps are to the silent woods inclin’d. 

The great design revolving in his mind. 

When to his sight a heav’nly form appears. 

Her hand a palm, her head a laurel wean. ] f O 

Me, she begins, the fairest child of Jove, 
Below forever sought, and bles*'d above * 

Me, the bright source of wealth, and pow’t, ssl 
(Nor need 1 say Victoria is my name) [hone, 
Me the greet Father down to thee has NM| 

He bids me wait at thy distinguish'd tent, 

PUtOSU VOL. f|. * K 
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To execute what Anna’s wish would hare $ 

Her sutjject thou, 1 only am her slave. 

Dare, then, thou much belov’d by smiling Fate; 
For Anna’s sake and in her name, be great : 1 40 
Go forth, and be to distant nations known, 

Mj future fav’rite, and my darling son : 

At Schellenberg I’ll manifest sustain 
Thy glorious causa, and spread my wings again, 
Conspicuous o’er thy helm, in Blenheim’s plain, j 
The Goddess said, nor would admit reply. 

But cnt the liquid air, and gain’d the sky. 

His high commission is thro’ Britain lAiown, 
And thronging armies to his standard run ; 

He marches thoughtful, and he speedy sails $ 1 5# 
(Bless him, ye seas 1 and prosper him, ye gales!) 
Belgia receives him welcome to her shores. 

And William’s death with lessen’d grief deplores : 
Hit presence only must retrieve that loss ; 
M&ribrG to her must be what William was : 

So when great Atlas, from these low abodes 
Recall'd* ^ gather’d to his kindred Gods, 
Alcides, respited by prudent Fate, 

Sustain’d the hall, nor droop’d beneath the weight. 

Secret and swift behold the chief advance; 160 
Sees half the empire join’d, and friend to France : 
The British Geu’ral dooms the fight; hm sword 
Dreadful he draws; the captains wait' the word. 
Anoe and St. George, the charging hero cries ; 
Shrill Echo from the neighboring wood replies 
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Anne and St. George. — At that auspicious sign 
The standards move, the adverse armies join. 

Of eight great houTs Time measures out the sands, 
And Europe's fate in doubtful balance stands ; 
The ninth, Victoria comes o’er Maribrd’s head! 
Confess’d she sits ; the hosti le troops recede $ 1 7 1 f 
Triumphs ttye Goddess, from her promise freed. J 
The Eagle, by the British Lion’s might 
Unchain'd and free, directs her npward flight » 
Nor did she e’er with stronger pinions soar 
From Tiber’s banks than now from Danube’s shore. 

Fir’d with the thoughts which these ideas raise. 
And great ambition of my country’s praise, 173 
The English Muse should like the Mantuan rise, 
Scornful of earth and clouds, should reach the/ 
skies, > 

With wonder (tho f with envy still) pursu’d by L 
human eyes. j 

But we must change the style — Just now I said 
I ne’er was master of the tuneful trade; 

Or the small genius which my youth could boast. 
In prose and bus’ness lies extinct and lost ; 
Bless’d if I may some younger muse excite, 

Point out the game, and animate the flight ; 

That from Marseilles to Calais France may \ 
know, f 

As we have eonqu’rora, we have poets too, f* 
And either laurel does in Britain grow ; 1 90 5 

That, tho’ amongst oursehes, with too much heat. 
We sometimes wrangle when we should debate, 
a 2 
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(A consequential fll which freedom draws 4 
A bad effect, but from a noble canBe) 

We can with universal zeal advance, 

To curb the faithless arrogance of France s 
Nor ever shall Britannia’s sons refuse 
To answer to thy Master or thy Muse ; 

Nor want just subject for viftoripus stains, 
While Marlbrd’s arm eternal laurels guns, 200 
And where old Spenser sung a new Ehza reigns. 



HYMNS, 


HYMN TO THE SON. 

SET BY DR. PURCELL*. 


Light of the world, and ruler of the jear, 

With happy speed begin thy great career, 

And, as thou dost thy radiam journeys run. 

Thro’ ev’ry distant climate own. 

That in fair Albion thou hast seen 
The greatest prince, the brightest queen. 

That ever sav'd a land or biest a throne. 

Since first tliv beams were spread, o. genial pow’r 
H. [was known. 

So may thy godhead be contest. 

So the returning year be files , 

As his infant months bestow 
Springing wreaths for William’s brow; 

As his summer's youth shall shed 
Eternal sweats around Maria’s head. 

From the blessings they bestow 

Our times are dated, and our eras move : 

They govern and enlighten all below, 

As thou dost all above. 

* Sung before their Matties on new. year* day, ifif 4* 

♦ 3 
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m. 

Let our hero, in the war 

Active and fierce, like thee, appear ; 

Like thee, great son of Jove, like thee. 

When, clad in rising majesty, 

Thou marchest down o’er Delos’ hills confess’d. 
With all thy arrows arm’d, in 4Lthy glory dress’d. 
Like thee, the hero does his arms endjPoy 
The raging Python to destroy, 

And give the injur’d nations peace and joy. 

IV. 

From fairest years, and time’s more happy stores, 
Gather all the smiling Hours ; 

Such as with friendly care have guarded 
Patriots and kingB in rightful wars ; 

Such as with conquest have rewarded 
Triumphant victors' happy cares ; 

Such as story has recorded 
Sacred to Nassau's long renovn, 

For countries sav'd and battles won. 

v. 

March them again in fair array, 

And bid them form the happy day, 

The happy day design’d to wait 
On William’s fame and Europe’s fate. 

Let the happy day be crown’d 
W ith great event and fair success s 
Ko brighter in the year be found, 

But ihat which brings the victor home in peace. 
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VT* 

Again thy godhead we implore, 

Great in -wisdom as in pow’r; 

Again, for good Maria's sake and ours, 

Choose out other smiling Hours ; 

Such as with joyous wings have fled 
When happy counsels were advising ; 

Such as htjj|e lucky omens shed 
O'er forming lawB and empires rising ; 

Such as many courses ran, 

Hand in hand, a goodly train, 

To bless the great Eliza’s reign ; 

And in the typic glory show 
What fuller bliss Maria shall bestow. 

VII. 

As the solemn Hours advance. 

Mingled send into the dance 
Many fraught with all the treasures 
Which thy eastern travel views; 

Many, wing’d with all the pleasures 
Man can ask, or ileav’n diffuse ; 

That great Maya all those joys may know. 
Which, from her cares, upon her subjects flow.' 
vm. 

For thy own glory sing our Sovereign’s praise, 
God of verses and of days ; 

Let all thy tuneful sous adorn 

Their lasting work with William’s name $ 

Let chosen Muses yet unborn 

Take great Maria for hair future theme i 
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Eternal structure* let them raise 
On William and Maria’s praise : 

Nor want new subject for the song 1 , 

Nor fear they can exhaust tiie store, 

Till Nature's music lies unstrung $ 

Till thou, great God ! shalt lose thy double pow» rf 
And touch thy lyre, and shoot tty beam* no mo re ^ 


THE FIRST HYMN .OF CALLIMACHUS. 

TO JUPITER. 

AVhile we to Jove select the holy victim. 

Whom apter shall we sing than Jove himself. 
The God for ever great, for ever king. 

Who slew the earthbom race, aud measures Tight 
To heav’n's great ’habitants ? Dictaean hear’st thou 
More joyful, or Lycasan, long dispute 
And various thought has trac’d. On Ida’s mount, 
Or Dicta*, studious of his country’s praise, 

The Cretan boasts thy natal place ; but oft’ 

He meets reproof deserv’d ; for he, presumptuous. 
Has built a tomb for thee who never know’st 
To die, but liv’st the same to-day and ever. 
Arcadian therefore by thy birth : great Rhea, 
Pregnant, to high Parrhasia’s cliffs retir’d. 

And wild Lycaus, black with shading pines : 
Holy retreat 1 sithence no female hither. 
Conscious of social love and Nature's rites 
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Must dare approach, from the inferior reptile 
To woman, form divine. There the blest parent 
Ungirt her spacious bosom, and discharg’d 
The pond'rous birth j she sought a neighboring 
spring 

To wash the recent babe : in vain : Arcadia, 
(However streamy now) adust and dry, 

Deny’d the Goddess water ; where deep Melaa 
And rocky Gratis flow, the chariot smok’d 
Obscure with rising dnst : the thirsty traveller 
in vain requir’d the current, then imprison’d 
In subterranean caverns : forests grew 
Upon the barren hollows, high o’ershading 
The haunts of savage beasts, where no laon 
And Erimanth incline their friendly urns. 

Thou, too, O Earth, great Rhea said, bring forth, 
And short shall be thy pangs. She said, and high 
She rear’d her arm, and with her sceptre struck 
The yawning cliff : from its disparted height 
Adown the mount the gushing torrent ran. 

And cheer’d the valleys : there the heavenly mo- 
ther [wrapt them 

Bath'd, mighty King! thy tender limbs: she 
In purple bands : she gave the precious pledge 
To prudent Neda, charging her to guard thee. 
Careful and secret : Neds, of the nymphs 
That tended the great birth, next Phttyre 
And Styx, the eldest. Smiling, she receiv’d tljee, 
And, conscious of the grace, absolv’d her treat p 
Apt unrewarded, since the river bore 
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The fav'rite virgin’s name : fair Neda rolls 
By Leprion’s ancient walls, a fruitful stream : 

Fast by her flow’ry bank the sons of Areas, 
Fav’rites of Ileav’n, with happy care protect 
Their fleecy charge, and joyous drink her wave. 

Thee, God, to C'oomus Ntda brought : the 
And Cory bantes thee , t heir Adred charge, [N ymphs 
lleceiv tl : Adraste rock’d thy golden cradle ; 

The Goat, now bright amidst her fellow stars, 
Kind Amaithea, reach’d her teat distent 
With milk, thy early food : the sedulous bee 
Dis till’d her honey on thy purple lips. 

Around, the fierce Curetes (order solemn 
To thy foreknowing mother !) trod tumultuous 
Their mystic dance, and clang’d their sounding 
Industrious with the warlike din to quell [amis, 
Thy infant cries, and mock the ear of Saturn. 

Swift growth and wondrous grace, O heav’nly 
Waited tby blooming years : inventive wit [Jove, 
And perfect judgment crown’d thy youthful act. 
That Saturn's sons receiv’d the threefold empire 
Of heav’o, of ocean, and deep hell beneath, 

As the dark urn and chance of lot determin'd. 
Old poets mention fabling. Things of moment, 
Well nigh equivalent and neighb’ring value. 

By lot are parted ; but high Heaven, thy share, 
In equal balance laid ’gainst sea or hell. 

Flings up the advene scale, and shuns projfortion : 
Wherefore not chance, but pow’r above thy breth- 
£ waited thee their king. When tby great will [ten 
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Commands thy chariot forth, impetuous strength 
And fiery swiftness wing the rapid wheels 
Incessant ; high the eagle flies before thee. 

And, oli ! as 1 and mine consult thy augur. 

Grant the glad omen ; let thy fav’^ite rise 
Propitious, ever soaring from the right. 

Thou to the lesser Gods hast well assign’d 
Their proper shares of pow’r, thy own, great Jove, 
Boundless and universal. Those who l.il>our 
The sweaty forge, who edge the crooked scythe, 
Bend stubborn steel, and harden gleaniug armour, 
Acknowledge Vulcan's aid. The early hunter 
Blesses Diana's hand, who leads him safe 
O'er banging cliffs, who spreads his net successful. 
And guides the arrow thro’ the panther's heart. 
The soldier from successful camps returning 
With laurel wreath'd, and rich with hostile spoil. 
Severs the bull to Mars. The skilful bard. 
Striking the Thracian harp, invokes Apollo, 

To make his hero and himself immortal. 

Those, mighty Jove, meantime thy glorious care. 
Who model nations, publish laws, announce 
Or life or death, and found or change the empire. 
Man owns the pow'r of kings, and kings of Jove : 
And as their actions tend subordinate 
To what thy will designs, thou giv'st the means 
Proportion'd to the work ; thou we'st impartial 
How they those means employ. Bach monarch 
His different realm,, accountable to thee, [rules 
Great Ruler of the world ; these only have 
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speak and be obey’d ; to those are giv’n 
Assistant days to ripen the design ; 

TV some whole months, revolving years to some : 
Others, fll*fated, are condend^d to toil 
Their tedious life, and moors their purpose, blasted 
With fruitless act and impotence of counsel. 

Hail ! greatest son of Saturn, wise disposer 
CM 7 ev’ry good : thy praise what man yet born 
Has sung ? or who that may be bom shall sing ? 
Again, and often hail I indulge our pray’r. 

Great Father I grant us virtue, grant us wealth ; 
For without virtue wealth to man avails not ; 

And virtue without wealth exerts less pow’r. 

And less diffuses good. Then grant us, gracious. 
Virtue and wealth, for both are of thy gift. 


THE SECOND HYMN OF CALLIMACHUS- 

TO APOLLO. 

Hah ! how the laurel, great Apollo’s tree. 

And all the cavern shakes ! . Far off ! hr off! 
The man that is uahailow’d : for the God, 

The God approaches. Hark ! he knocks ; the 
Feel the glad impulse, and die sever’d bars [gates 
Submissive clink against their braaen portals. 
Why do the Delian palms incline their bough sy 
Selfrmov’d, and hov’ring swans, theta* throats 
releas’d 

From native sttenee, carol sounds harmonious J ■ 
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Begin, young men, the hymn: let all your 
harps 

Break their inglorious silenoe, and the dance. 

In mystic numbers trod, explain the music. 

But first by ardent pray’r and clear lustration 
Purge the contagious spots of human weakness : 
Impure no mortal can behold Apollo. 

So may ye flourish, favour'd by the God, 

In youth with happy nuptials, and in age 
With silver hairs, and fair der.cent of children 1 
So lay foundations for aspiring cities, 

And bless your spending colonies' increase ! 

Pay sacred rev’rence to Apollo’s song. 

Lest wrathful the far-shooting God emit 
His fatal arrows. Silent Nature stands. 

And seas subside, obedient to the sound 
Of Id, Id Pean ! nor dares Thetis 
Longer bewail her lov’d Achilles’ death j 
For Phoebus was his foe. Nor must sad Niobe 
Id fruitless sorrow persevere, or weep 
E’en thro’ the Phrygian marble. Hapless mother! 
Whose fondness could compare her mortal offspring 
To those which fair Latona bore to Jove. 

Id 1 again repeat ye, lo Pean ! 

Against the Deity ’tts hard to strive. 

He that mists the pow’r of Ptolemy, [HeaVS 
Resists the pow’r of Hcav’n : for pow’r from 
Derives, tad monairits rule by Gods appointed 
Recite Apollo’s praise till night draws ®% 

The ditty s0& unfinish’d, and the day 



Unequal to the Godhead's attributes 
Various, and matter copious of your songs. 

Sublime at Jove's right hand Apollo sits. 

And thence distributes honour, gracious King, 

And theme of verse perpetual. From his robe 
Flows light ineffable : his harp, his quiver. 

And Lictian bow, ai;e gold : with golden sandals 
His feet are shod ; how rich 1 how beautiful 1 
Beneath his steps the yellow min’ral rises. 

And earth reveals he r treasures. Youth and beauty 
Eternal deck his cheeks ; from his fair head 
Perfumes distil their sweets ; and cheerful Health, 
His duteous handmaid, thro’ the air improv’d. 
With lavish hand diffuses scents ambrosial. 

The spearman’ s arm by thee, great God, directed. 
Sends forth a certain wound. The laurell’d bard. 
Inspir’d by thee, composes verse immortal. 
Taught by thy art divine, the sage physician 
Eludes the urn, aud chains or exiles Death. 

Thee, Nomian ! we adore, for that from Heav’n 
Descending, thou on fuir Amphrysus’ banks 
Didst guard Admetus’ herds. Sithence the cow 
Produc'd on ampler store of milk, the she-goat. 
Not without pain dragg’d her distended udder; 
And ewes, that erst brought forth but single lambs, 
Nhw dropp’d their twofold burdens. Blest thecaltie 
Un which Apollo east his fav’ring eye l 

But Phoebus! thou to man beneficent? 
Delight's! in bnilding cities. Bright Diana t 
Kind sister to thy infont-deity. 
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New-wean’d, and just arising fiom the cradle, 
brought hunted wild goats’ heads and branching 
an dors 

Of stags, the fruit pud honour of her toil: 

1 hese with discerning hand thou knew’st to range, 

< \ ouup as thou vast ) and in the well-fram’d models, 
W nh emblematic skill and mystic order. 

Thou show'st where tow’rs or battlements should 
rise. 

Where gates should open, or where walls should 

compass ; ‘ 

While f-om thy childish pastime man receiv'd 
The future strength and ornament of nations. 

Battus, our great progenitor, now touch’d 
The Libyan strand, when the foreboding crow 
Flew on the right before the people, marking 
The country destin'd the auspicious seat 
Of future kings, and favour of the God, 

W bo*e oath is sure, and promise stands eternal. 

Or Eoedromian hear’st thou pleas’d, or Clarian 
rhabus, great king i for diff ’rent are thy names. 
As thy kind hand has founded many cities, 

Or dealt bemgn thy various gifts to man. 

Carnean let me call thee, for my country 
C alls thee C amean : the fair colony 
Thrice by thy gracious guidance was transported 
Frc settled hi Cyrene j there we appointed 
Thy annual feasts, kind Cod 1 and blew thy altars, 
Smoaking with hecatombs of slaughter’d bulls. 
As Camus, Ay high priest and favour'd friend, 
w 2 
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Had erst ordain'd ; and with mysterious rltea 
Our great forefathers taught their sons to worship, 
15 ! Carnean Phoebus ! 16 Pean ! 

The yellow crocus £ere, and fair narcissus. 
Reserve the honors of their winter store 
To deck thy temple, till returning spring 
Diffuses Nature’s various pride, and flow’rs 
Innumerable, by the soft south-west 
Open’d, and gather’d by religious hands. 
Rebound their sweets from th’ odoriferous pavement. 
Perpetual fires shine hallow’d on thy altars, 
When annual the Carnean feast iB held : 

The warlike Libyans, clad in armour, lead 
The dance ; with clanging swords and shields they 
beat 

The dreadful measure : in the chorus join 
Their women, brown, but beautiful : such ritfes 
To thee well pleasing. Nor had yet thy votaries. 
From Greece transplanted, touch’d Cyrene’ shanks. 
And lands determin'd for their last abodes $ 

But wander’d thro’ Azilis’ horrid forest 
Dispers'd, when from Myrtusa’s craggy brow. 
Fond of the maid, auspicious to the dty. 

Which most hereafter bear her favour'd name. 
Thou gracious deign’st to let the fair one view 
Her typic people : thou with pleasure taught’ st her 
To draw the bow, to slay the shaggy lion. 

And stop the spreading ruin of die plains. 

Happy dm nymph who, honour’d by thy pass ion . 
Was aided by thy pow’r 1 the monstrous Python 
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Durst tempt thy wrath in vain ; for dead he fell, 
To thy great strength and golden anus unequal. 

16 ! while thy unerring hand elauc’d 
Another, and anofher dait, the people 
Joyful ippe.ifed 16 1 lot ean ! 

.Ltuiu'e .'«• dart, Apodo ! tor the safety 

Al*’ Kahn of man, gracious, thy mother bore thee. 

* thy latest foe, suggested thus : 

Lit*, hie 1 am a pow’r immortal, therefore 
To liiCt* dare speak . How canst thou favour partial 
Those poets who write little ? Vast and great 
Is what 1 love : the far extended ocean 
To a small riv’Iet I prefer. Apollo 
SpumM lnvv with his foot, and thus the God: 
Dannon, the headlong current of Euphrates, 
Assyrian river, copious runs, but muddy. 

And carries forward with his stupid force 
Polluting dirt, his torrent still augmenting. 

His wa\e still more defil’d ; meanwhile the nymphs 
Melissan, sacred and recluse to Ceres, 

Studious to hare their ofTrings well receiv’d. 

And fit for heav’nly use, from little urns 
Pour streams select, and parity of waters. 

16, Apollo ! mighty king, let Envy, 

Ill-judging and verbose, from Lethe’s lake 
Draw tons unmeasurable, while thy favour 
Administer^ to my ambitious thirst 
The wholesome draught from Aganippe’s spring 
Genuine, and with soft murmurs gently rilling 
Adown the mountains where thy daughters haunt, 
r 3 
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PALLAS And VENUS. 

AN EPIGRAM. 

The Trojan swain had judg’d the great dispute, 
And beauty’s pow’r obtain’d the golden fruit, 
When Venus, loose in all her naked charms. 

Met Jove’s great daughter, dad in shining arms 
The wanton Goddess view’d the warlike maid 
From head to foot, and tauntingly she said : 

Yield, sister ; rival, yield : naked, you see, 

1 vanquish : guess how potent 1 should be, 

If to the field 1 came in armour drest, 

Dreadful, like thine, my shield, and terrible my crest ! 

The warrior Goddess with disdain reply’d t 
Thy folly, Child, is equal to thy pride: 

Let a brave enemy for once advise, 

And Venus (if ’tis possible) be wise : 

Thou, to be strong, must put off ev’ry dress : 
Thy only armour is thy nakedness ; 

And more than once (or thou art much bely'd) 

By Mars himself that armour has been try\L 

ANOTHER. 

Fa*** carves very iH, yet will palm all Urn meats, 
Ho aits nt than sin, eoddriaks mot* thee he —to, 
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Four pipes after dinner lie constantly smokes. 
And seasons his whifs with impertinent jokes : 
Yet sighing, he says, we must certainly break, 
And my cruel unkindness compels him to speak ; 
For of late 1 invite him — but four times a- week. 


ANOTHER. 

To John 1 ow'd great obligation, 

But John unhappily thought fit 
To publish it to all the nation : 

Sure John and 1 are more than quit. 


ANOTHER. 

Yes, ev’ry poet is a fqol ; 

By demonstration Ned can show it : 
Happy, could Ned’s inverted rule 
Prove ev’ry tool to be a poet. 


ANOTHER. 

Tsr nags, the leanest things alive, 
So very hard thou lov’st to drive t 
1 heard thy anxious coa chman say 
It costa thee mare in whips than hay. 
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EPIGRAMS. 


PARTIAL FAME. 

i. 

T*'** sturdy man, if he in love obtains. 

In open pomp aud triifirph reigns : 

The subtile woman, if she should succeed. 
Disowns the honour of the deed. 

ii. 

Tho’ he for all his boast is forc’d to yield, 

Tho’ she can always keep the field, 

lie vaunts his conquests, she conceals her shame : 

Ilow partial is the voice of Fame ! 


NELL AND JOHN. 

i. 

W*EW Nell, giv’n o’er by the doctor, was dying. 
And John at the chimney stood decently crying, 
’Tis in vain, said the woman, to make such ado. 
For to our long home we must all of us go. 
n. 

True, Nell, reply’d John ; but what yet is the worst 
For us that remain, the best always go first ; 
Remember, dear wife, that I said so last year, 

W hen you lost your white heifer and I my browa 
mare. 

BIBO AND CHARON. 

Whew Bibo thought fit from the world to retreat, 
As full of Champagne as as egg's full of meat. 
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He wak’d in the boat, and to Charon he said. 

He -would be row’d back, for he was not yet dead. 
Trim the boat and sit quiet, stern Charon reply’d. 
You may have forgot you was drunk when you dy’4. 


WIVES BY THE DOZEN. 

O Death 1 how thou spoil’st the best project of 

life, 

Said Gabriel, who still, as he bulg’d one wife. 
For the sake of her family marry'd her cousins 
And thus in an honest collateral line 
He still marry'd on till his number was nine. 

Full sorry to die till he made up hit dozen. 


THE MODERN SAINT. 

Her time with equal prude M x Sflvia shares. 
First writes her billet-doux, then says heir pray^. 
Her mass and toilette, ves p er s, and the play : 
Thus God and Ashtaroth divide the day* 
Constant she keeps Jier Ember-week and Lent, 
At Easter caHs all Itr*el to her tent : 

Loose without bawd, and pious without seal. 

Site still repeats the sins she would conceal. 

Envy herself fiwn Silvia’s life must grant. 

An artful vmugfi miks% n mod era saint. 



epigram*.] 


%6 

A SAILOR’S WIFE. 

Quoth Richard in jest, looking wistly at Nelly, 
Me thinks, child, jou sf^m something round in the 
belly. *r 

Nell answer'd him snappishly, how can that be. 
When my husband has been more than two years 
at sea ? 

Tliy husband ! quoth Dick, why that matter was 
carry ’d 

Most secretly, Nell j I ne’er thought thou wer’t 
marry’d. 

FATAL LOVE. 

Pooh Hal caught his death standing under a spout, 
Ex^tectiqg till midnight when Nan would come out; 
But fatal his patience, as cruel the dame. 

And curs’d was the weather that quench'd the 
man’s flame. 

m Whoe'er thou art that reads ttaue moral lines, 
Make tore at home, and go to bed betimes 

THE HONEST SHEPHERD. 

A Greek Epigram Imitated, 

W hew hungry wolves had trespass'd on the fold. 
And the robb’d shepherd his sad story told, 

* Call in Alcides,’ said a crafty priest. 
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b-o, said tlie shepherd, if the Fates decicc, 

II.' lavdgmg my flock to ruin me, 
lo their commands I willingly resign, 

Pfw’r is their character, and patience mine ; 
The’, tioth, to me thefh seems but little odds, 

\\ ho prove the greatest robbers, wolves or Gods. 


THE PARALLEL. 

Promethfub, forming Mr. Day,' 

Carv’d something iiLc a man in clay; 
The mortal’s woiL might well miscarry ; 
He that does lieav'n and earth controul 
Has only pow r to form a soul $ 

HiB head is evident in Harry, 

Since one is but a moving clod, 

Th’ other the lively form of God. 

’Squire Wallis, 30U will scarce be able 
To prove all poetry but fable. 


HUSBAND AND WIFE. 

H. Ob ! with what woes am I opprest ! 

W. Be still, you senseless calf ! 

What if the Gods should make you blest ? 

H. Why then I’d sing and laugh ; 

But if they won't; I'll wail and cry . 

W. You’ll hardly laugh before 70a die. 



THE INCURABLE. 

you boast of perfect health in vain. 
And laugh at those who ff their ills complains 
That with a frequent Tee# Chlol burns, 

And Stella plumpness into dropsy turns. 

P Phillis, while the patient! are nineteen. 
Little, alas ! are their distempers seen : 

But thou, for all thy seeming health, art ill. 
Beyond thy lover's hopes or Blackmore’s skill \ 
No lenitives can thy disease assuage ; 

1 tell thee ’tig incurable— ’tis age. 


*HE INSATIABLE PRIEST. 

• i. 

Luke Preaqhill admires what we laymen can mean, 
ThU thus by our profit and pleasure are sway'd. 
He has but three livings, and would be a dean; 

* HU wile dy’d this year* he has marry’d his maid* 

To suppress all his carnal desires if* their birth. 
At all hours a lusty young hussy is near i 
And to take off his thoughts from the things of 
this earth* 

He can be content with two thousand a- year. 



DOCTORS DIFFER. 

Whkj» Willis of Ephraim 'heard jiQObjUcr + 
preach. 

Thus Bentlcg said ^ I ju> ythee, dear 

brother, * 

Sow lik'st thou this sermon ? ’tig out of nsy reacts 
His Is one way, said Willis, and ourpis another ; 
I care not for caiping, but this I can tell. 

We preach very sadly, if he preaches wtplj, 

PONTIUS AND PONTIA. 


i. 

Pontic s (who lores, you know, a joksa 
Much better than he lores his life) 

Chanc’d t’other morning to provoke 
The patience of* well-bred wile. 

n. 

Talking of you, said he, my dear. 

Two of the greatest wits in town. 

One ask'd if that high furze of hair 
Was bom* fide all your own. 

m. 

Her own! most certain, t’other said* 

For Nan, who knows the thing, will tell ye 
The hair was bought, the money paid. 

And the receipt was sign'd Bncaitly. 


m 


IT. 

Fonda (that dril ^rodent she, 

' Wbo TflMei wit much less than sente. 

And never darts, a rejpsrttt 

But purety in her •’"* e *cS) 

V. 

fteply’d, Thesfe friends of yours, my dear, 

Are giv’n extremely much to satire i * 

But pr’ythee, husband, let one hear 

Sometimes less wit and more good-nature. 

VI. 

Now I have one unlucky thought 

That would have spoil’d your friend’s conceit 
Stupe hair 1 have, I’m sure, unbought, 

Pray tying your brother-wits to see’t. 


CAUTIOUS ALICE, 
So g<#d a wife doth Lissy make. 
That from all company she flieth 
Such virtuous courses doth she take. 
That she all evil tongues defieth ; 
And for her dearest sponse’s sake 
She with his brethren only lieth. 


TRUTH TOLD AT LAST. 

Says Pontius in rage, contradicting Ins wife. 
You never yet told me one truth in yw life- 
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Vrxt Poptia no way could fltie allow, 

Y ou're a cuckold rays she f lb I tpjl joudruth 
now? 

TO TtE DUKE DE NOAILLES. 

V ain the concern Which you ex^te^ 

That uncall'd A lard will -possess 
Youf house and coach both day and itlfit 
And that Macbeth was haunted lets 
By Banquo’* restless sprite. 

.With fifteen thousand pounds a-year, 

Do you complain you dannot bear 
An ill jou may soon retrieve ? 

Good A lard, faith, is mod ester 
By much than yoS believe : 

Lend him but fifty loads d'or. 

And you shall never see him more : 

Take the advice j probatum eat. 

Why dodhe Gods indulge our store 
But to slbiife our rest ? 


ON A FART, 

Let in pc Home ef Common*. 

Rcaimes, I waa bora, and cry’d $ 

1 crack'd, I smelt, and so I dy’A. 

Like JdMPnhr , i was my de ath, 
lost hitkrtstk 
2 


Wise in the 



Bncjujat. 

Jffccfi alike entomh^does lie 
^3h$ ndble Rotiulw and 1 : 

And when I dy’d, like Flora fair, 
I left the commonwealth my heir. 


mO M THE GREEK. 

CrREAT^RacchuB, bom in thunder and in fire, 
By native heat assents his dreadful sire* 
Nourish’d near shady rills and cooling streams. 
He to the nymphs avows his am’rous flames. 
To all the brethren at the Bell and Vine, 

The moral says, Mix water with your wine. 


MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


The glorious parallels then downward bring 
# To modem wooden and to Britain’s king : 

With equal justice and historic care, 

Thefr laws, their toils, their annd, with his compare ; 
Confess the various attributes of Fame 
Collected and complete in William’s name ; 

To all the list’nftg wortd relate 
{As thou dost his story read) 

That nothing went before so great, 

And nothing greater can succeed. 

ft. 

Thy native Latium was thy darling care, 

Prudent iu peace, and terrible in war j 
The boldest virtues that have govern’d earth. 
From barium’s fruitful womb derive their birth* 
Then turn to her fair written page * 

From dawning childhood to establish’d age 
The glories of her empire trace ; 1 

Confront the heroes of thy Roman race, [gradl£ > 
And let the jus test palm the victor’s temples j 
iu. 

The son of Mars reduc’d the trembling swains. 
And spread his empire o’er the distant plains t 
Bat yet the Sabins' violated charms 
Obscur’d the glory of bis rising arms. 

Numa the rights of strict religion knew, 

On ev’ry altar laid the incense due i 
Unskill’d to <MN the pointed spear. 

Or lead the forward youth to noble war. 
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Stern Brutus was with too much horror good. 
Holding his fasces stain’d with filial blood. 

Fabius was wise, but with excess of care 
He sav’d his country, but prolong’d the war* 
While Decius, Pauluc, Curius, greatly fought. 
And by their strict examples taught 
How wild desires should be control! ’d, 

And how much brighter virtue waB than gold ; 
They scarce theft swelling thirst of fame could hide, 
And boasted poverty with too muoh ptide. 

Excess in youth made Scipio less rever’d < 

And Cato dying, seem’d to own he fear’d. 

Julius with honour tam’d Home’s foreign foes $ 
But patriots fell ere the Dictator rose : 

And, while with clemeney Augustus reign’d. 

The monarch was ador’d, the city chain’d. 

' IT. 

With justest honour be their merits drest, 

B ilWtc their fallings too confest : 

Their virtue like their Tyber’s flood 
Holling, its course design’d the oeuntry’s good 4 
But oft the torrent’s too impetuous speed 
From the low earth tore some polluting weed ; 
And with the blood of Jove there always ran 
Some viler part, some tincture of the man. 

1. 

Few virtues after these so Car prevail. 

But that their vines more than M the scale 1 
Valour grown wild by pride, aftfl pow’r by rage. 
Did the due charms of ^fyestvimp air* 
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Rome, by degrees, advancing more in age, 
Shov’d sad remains of what had once been fair ; 
Till Heav’n a better race of men supplies, 

And glory shoots new beanj| from western skies. 

VI. 

Turn then to Pharamond and Charlemain, 

And the long, heroes of the Gallic strain ; 
Experienc’d chiefs, for hard} prowess known. 
And bloody wreaths in vent’rous battles won. 
From the fifst William, our great Norman king. 
The bold Plantagcnets and Tudors bring 
Illustrious virtues, who by turns have rose 
In foreign fields to check Britannia’s foes t 
With happy laws her empire to sustain,. 

And with full pow’r assert her ambient main : 
But sometimes, too industrious to be great. 

Nor patient to expect the turns of Fate, 

They open’d camps deform'd b^ civil fight. 

And made proud Conquest trample over Right. 
Disparted Britain mourn’d their doubtful sway. 
And dreaded both, when neither would obey. 

▼ii. 

From Didier and imperial Adolph trace 
The glorious offspring of the Nassau race, 
Devoted lives to public liberty, 

The chief still djing or the country free : 

Then see the kindred Mood of Orange flow 
From warlike Coffaet thro’ the loins of Bean ; 
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Thro’ Chalon next, and there with Nassau join, 
l'i'om Rhone’s fair banks transplanted to the 
Bring next the royal list of Stuarts forth, [Rhine. 
Undaunted minds, that rul’d the rugged North ; 
Till Heav’n’s decrees by rip’ning times areshown, 
Till Scotland’s kings ascend the English throne. 
And the fair rivals live for ever one. 

vin. * 


Janus, mighty deity, # 

Be kind, and as thy searching eye 
Does our modern story trace. 

Finding some of Stuart’s race 
Unhappy, pass their annals by : 

No harsh reflection let remembrance raise ; 
Forbear to mention what thou canst not praise : 
But as thou dweU’st upon that heav'd y name *, 
To grief fer ever saeapd as to fame. 

Oh 1 read it to thyself i in silence weep, 
h§4hy convulsive sorrows inward keep. 

Left Britain’s grief should waken at the sound, 
And blood goeh h uh from her eternal wound. 


Whither weuldst thou farther look f 

Read WiBiam’s acts, mid dose the ample book 9 * 

Peruse the wonders of hie dawning lift. 

How, Utie Alctdes, he began 1 

With infant patience cabn’ds c d it fa ni strife. 

And quell'd fa* maker wfekfcnnmd hie cradle van. 
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Describe his youth, attentive to alarms, 

By dangers form’d, and perfected in arms ; 

When conqu’ring, mild ; -when conquer’d, not 
disgrac’d ; 0 - 

By wrongs not lessen’d, nor by triumphs rais’d ; 
Superior to the blind events 
Of little human accidents. 

And, constant to l|is first decree, } 

To curb the proud, to set the injur’d free ; f 

To bow the haughty neck, and raise the f 
suppliant knee. 3 

xi. 

His op’ning years to riper manhood bring. 

And see the hero perfect in the king $ 

Imperious arms by manly rear on sway’d. 

And pow’r supreme by free consent obey’d $ 

With how much haste his mercy meets his foes, 
And how unbounded his forgiveness flows ; 

With what desire he makes his subjects bless’d, 
His favours granted ere his throne address'd ; 
What trophies o’er our captivM hearts he rears, 
By arts of peace ihore potent than by wars » 

How o’er himself, as o’er the world, he reigns, 
Hi* morals strengtb’ning what his law ordains, 
xu. 

Thro' all his thffead of life already spun. 
Becoming grace and. proper action ran : 

The piece by Virtue’s equal hand is wrought, 
Mixt with no crime, and ahaded with no fault i 
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No footsteps of the victor’ g rage 
Left in the camp where William did engage ; 

No tincture of the monarch’s pride 
Upon the royal purple spy’d : 

His fame, like gold, the more ’tig try’d, 

The more shall its intrinsic worth proclaim : 

Shall pass the combat of the searching flame, 
And triumph o’er the vanquish’d heat, 

For ever coming out the same/’ 

And losing nor its lustre nor its weight. 

am. 

Janus ! be to William just ; 

To faithful history his actions trust $ 

Command her, with peculiar care. 

To trace each toil, and comment ev’ry war : 

His saving wonders bid her wTite 
In characters distinctly bright. 

That each revolving age may read 
The Patriot’s piety, the Hero’s deed : 

And still the sire inculcate to his son 
Transmissive lessons of the King’s renown. 

That William’s glory still may live. 

When all that present art can give. 

The pillar’d marble, and the tablet beam, 
Mould’ring, drop the- victor’s praise ; 

When (he great monnmenls of his pow’r 
Shall now be visible no more t 
When Sambre shaUhave chang'd her winding flood 
And children nsk where Namur stood. 
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XIV. 

Namar, proud city, how her tow’r* west arm’d t 
How the contemn’d tb’ approaching foe ! 

Till she by William’* trumpet* was Maim'd* 

And shook, and sunk, and fell beneath his blow. 
Jove and Pallas, mighty pow’rg, 

Gnidcd the hero to the hostile tow'rs. 

Berseus seem’d less swift in war. 

When, wing’d with speed, be flew thro* air. 
Embattled nations strive in vain 
The hero’s glory to restrain : 

Streams arm’d with recks, and mountains red with 
In vain against his force conspire. [fire. 

Behold him froa^tbe dreadful height appear 1 
And lo ! Britannia’s lions waving there. 

wv. 

Europe freed, and France repeU’d, 

The hero from the height beheld : 

He spake the word, that war and rage should cease s 
Hdfeid the Maese and Rhine in safety flow. 

And dictated a lasting peace 
To the rejoicing world below, „ , 

To rescu’d states and vindicated crowns 

His equal hand prescrib'd their ancient bounds ; 

Ordain’d whom ev’ry province should obey. 

How far.each m^nasseh, should s an l nd his sways 
Taught ’em how cfemsaej — d o#o w’r rever’d. 
And that the prince tadsv’i was tally fear’d. 
Firm by his side unspotted .Honour stood. 

Pleas’d to confess him not so great as good j 
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His bead with brighter beans fair Virtue deckt 
Than those which all his nom’rovs cwhs i reflect » 
Establish’d Freedom clapp’d her joyful wings. 
Proclaim’d the first of men and beet of kings. 

XVI. 

Whither would the Muse aspire 
With Pindar’s rage, without his fire? 

Pardon me, Janus, ’twas a fault. 

Created by too great a thought ; 

Mindless of the God and day, 

I from thy altars, Janos, stray. 

From thee and from myself borne far away. 

The fiery Pegasus disdains 
To mind the rider’s voice, or hear the rehts : 
When glorious fields and opening catapt he views. 
He runs with ns unbonded loose z 
Hardly the Maso can sat the hsshhhf torso. 
Nor would she, if she ooatt, eheck ft#lip||ii 

forcc: tti 

With the glad Boise the efifib aad vaileywriagjr 
While she thro’ earth aad air porsaee foe king. 

• xni. 

She now beholds him on the Belgic sheer, 

Whiht Britain’s tears his ready heip iaipbini ; 
Dissembling for her sake hi* rider****, 

Aad with whe silence potd’i ieggragi W wars. 
She thro* tha raging ocean now 

Combating a dv erse winds and winter seas. 
Sighing the moments that defer our ease ; 

FEIOR. VOL. II. n 
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Daring to wield the sceptre 1 ! dang’roos weight. 
And takingtehe command, to save the state * 
Though, ere the doubtful gift can be secur'd. 
New wan nut be sustain'd, new wounds endur'd. 


Thro' rough Ierne's camps she sounds alarms, 
And kingdoms yet to be redeem'd by arms. 

In the dank marshes finds her glorious theme, 
And plunges after him thro' Boyne’s fierce stream. 
She bids the Nereids run with trembling haste, 
To tell old Ocean how Jbe hero past : 

The God itebdkts their fear, and owns the praise 
Worthy But am whose empire he obeys. 


I to hit Albion she delights to bring 

t rioter and the kindest king i 
I with open triumph would receive 
Her hero, nor obtains his leave ; 
rasa he rejects the altars she would raise. 

And thanks the seal, while he declines the praise, 
^gate •he follows him thro'*Mgia's laud. 

And countries often sav’d by William’s hand t 
Hears jeyfel n a t i ons bless these happy tails 
Which freed the people, bat return'd the spoils. 
In various vfcg(|jnbetries .her constant theme, 
Finds him in councils and in aims the same : 
When certain to o’ercoae, inclin'd to save. 

Tardy to vengeance, end with mercy brave. 
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XX. 

Sudden another scene employs her sight* 

She sets her hero in another light ; 

Paints his great mind superior to sucems, 
Declining: conquest, to establish peace ; 

She brings Asrrea down to earth again. 

And Quiet, brooding o’er his future reign, 
xxi. 

Then with unweary’d wing the Goddess soars 
East, over Danube and Propontis’ shores. 

Where jarring empires, ready to engage. 

Retard their armies, andhtupend their rage | 

Till William’s word, like that of Fate, dealanK* 
If they shall study jteace or lengthen ware. 

How sacred his renown for equal laws, 

To whom the world defiers its common cause I 
How fair his friendships, and Us leagues how just, 
Whomev’ry nation courts, whom all retigfcmeJMnt! 
xu. 

From the Mmotii to the northern sea. 

The Goddess w in g s her desp'rate way. 

Sees the young Bfesoowite, the mighty head. 
Whose sovereign terror forty nations dread. 
Enamour’d within greater monarch's praists 
And passing half the earth to hh^emhreeex 
She in his rule beholds his Vn|jpjp finer . 

O’er pndphu with imputuout swuy 
Breaking, and as he rolls Us rapid comne, [w^y. 
Drowsing » nr hearing down, nh ata r s t m e ats Us 
n 2 



* 

But her own king she likens to his Thames, 

With gtntle course devolving fruitful streams ; 
Serene, yet strong, majestic, yet sedate, 

Swift without violence, without terror great. 

Bach ardent nymph the ris teg current craves, 
Bach shepherd’s pray’r retards the parting waves ; 
The vales along the bank their sweets disclose. 
Fresh flow’rs for ever rise, and fruitful harvest 
grows. 

XXIII. 

Yet whither would th’ advent’ rons Goddess go f 
Sees she not clouds, aofl«earth, and main below ? 
Minds she the dangers of the Lycian coast. 

And fields where mad BellsAphon was lost f 
Or is her tow'ring flight reclaim’d 
By Mas from Icarus’ downfal nam’d ? 

Vain w the call, and useless the advice: 

TqSHrin ptnnasion deaf and human cries. 

Yet upward she incessant flies, 

Besolv’d to Mach die high empyrean sphere. 
And tell great Jove she sings his image here ; 

To ask for William an OlymfH crown. 

To Cheomhia’ strength and Theron’s speed ua> 
Till lost hi trackless fields of shining day, [known; 
Unable to disown the way, 

W hich NsssanjfllpBtue only could explore, 
Untouch’d, unknown, to nay Muse before, 
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Glorious attempt 1 unhappy fate ! 

The song too daring and the theme too great j 
Yet rather thus the wills to die. 

Than in continu'd annals live, to sing 
A second hero or a vulgar king, 

And with ignoble safety fly 

In sight of earth, along a middle sky. 

XXIV. 

To Janus' altars, and the numerous throng 
That round his mystic temple press. 

For William’s life and Albion’s pease. 
Ambitious Muse, reduec^the roving song. 
Janus, cast thy forward eye 
Future, into great When's pregnant womb, 
Where young ideas brooding lie. 

And tender images of things to some ; *> 

Till, by thy high co mm a nd s releas’d. 

Till, by thy hand in p rop e r atoms dnsas’d. 

In decent order they advance to light ) 

Yet then too swiftly fleet by hnman right. 

And meditate too soon their everts sting flight. 

XXV. 

Nor benas or amps in naval triumph hms, 
Nor standards flon the hostile ramparts feta. 
Nor trophies brought from batttoa was. 

Nor oaken wreath, nor metal flMrift, 

Can any future honors give 

The plenitude of William's tome 
Can no aecnmnlnted stores receive. 

m 3 
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Shut, then, auspicious God, thy sacred gate, 

And make ns happy, as our king is great : 

Be kind, and with a milder hand 
Closing the volume of the finish'd age, 

(Tho’ noble, ’(was an iron ghge) 

A more delightful leaf expand, 

Free from alarms and fierce Bellona’s rage ; 

Bid the great Months begin their joyful round, 
By blora some, and some by Ceres crown’d : 
Teach tbe glad Hours to scatter as they fly, 

Soft quiet, gentle love, and endless joy ; 

Lead forth the Years, ft# peace and. plenty fam’d. 
From Saturn’s rule and better metal nam’d. 

XIFI.** 

Secure by William’s care let Britain stand, 

Nor dread the bold invader’s h and : 

From adverse shores in safety let her hear 
Foreign calamity and distant war, 

Of which let her great Heav’n no portion bear ! 
Betwixt the nations let her hold her scale. 

And, as she villa, let either part prevail ; 

Let her glad valleys smile with wavy corn, 

Let fleaoy flocks her rising hills adorn ; 

A romgpfcer enact let strong defence be spread,! 
Let fair aba ndon e e on her breast be shed, (.bead, > 
And heav’nly rents bloom round the Goddess ’ ) 
nut. 

Where the white fcow’rs and ancient roots did stand, 
f f a h i of Wolsey’s or great Henry’s hand. 
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To acre now yielding, or devour'd by flame. 

Let a young phmnix raise her tow’ ring head, 

Her wings, with lengthen'd honour, let her spread. 
And by her greatness show her builder's fame : 
August and open, as the hero’s mind, 

He her capacious courts design’d % 

Let every sacred pillar bear 

Trophies of arms, and monuments of war. 

The king shall there in Parian marble breathe, 
His shoulder bleeding fresh ; and at his feet 
Disarm'd shajl lie the threal'ning Death t 
(For so was waving Jovd’s decree complete) • 
Behind, that angel shall be plac'd, whose shield 
bav’d F urope, in tllfe blow repell’d : 

On the firm basis, from his oozy bed, 

Boyne shall raise his laurell'd head, ^ 

And his immortal stream be known. 

Artfully waving thro’ tip wounded stone. 

XXTUI. 

And thou, imperial Windsor, stand enlarg’d. 

With all the monarch’s trophies charg’d * 

Thon, the fair heav'n that dost the stars enclose, 
Which William’s bosom wears, or hand bestows 
On the great champions who support his throne. 
And virtues nearest to his own. . 


Hound Ormond’s knee then ty’st the mystic string 
That makes the knight comp ani on to the king. m 
From gjorioos camps retard'd, and foreign fi4|| 
Bowing before thy sainted earrior’s shrine. 
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Fast by Ms great forefather's coats and shields, 
Blazon’d from Bohan’s, or from Butler's line, 

He hangs his arms, nor fears those arms should 
shine 

With an unequal ray, or thdl-his deed 
With paler glory shall recede. 

Eclips'd by theirs, or lessen’d by the fame 
E’vn of his own maternal Nassau’s name. 


Thou, smiling, see’st great Dorset's worth confest. 
The ray distinguishing the patriot’s breast ; 

Born to protect and lore, to help and please, 
Sov’reign of wit, and ornament of peace 
O ! long as breath informs this fleeting frame. 
Ne’er Jet me pass in silence Dorset’s name t 
Ne’er cerfte to mention the continu'd debt 
Which the great patron only would forget. 

And duty, long as life, gnut study to acquit. 

XXXI. 

Henown’d in thy records shall Ca'ndislt stand. 
Asserting legal pow’r and just command : 

To the great house thy favour shall be shown. 
The fhther's star transmissive to the son. 

From thee the Talbot’s and the Seymour's raae 
Inform'd, their sire's immortal steps dial! trace : 
Happy may their sons receive 
The bright reward which then alone canst give. 


•I 


Knd If a God the se lucky numbers guide* 
f ran Apollo o’er the vent preside, 



CARMEN SECULARS. 


Jersey, belov’d by all, (for all must feel 
The influence of a form and mind 
Where comely grace and constant virtue dwell. 
Like mingled streams, more forcible when join’d) — 
Jersey shall at thy altars stand, 

Shall there receive the azure band. 

That fairest mark of favor and of fame. 

Familiar to the Villiers’ name. 


Science to raise, and knowledge to enlarge, 

Be our great master’s future charge ; 

To write his own memoirs, and leave his heirs 
High schemes of government, and plans of wan ; 
By fair rewards our noble youth to raise 
To emulous merit and to thirst of praise i 
To lead them out from ease ere op’ninf dawn. 
Thro’ the thick forest and the distant lawn. 

Where the fleet stag employs their ardent care. 

And chases give them images of war: 

To teach them vigilance by false alarms. 

Inure them in feign’d camps to real arms f 
Practise them now to curb the turning steed. 
Mocking the foe, now to bis rapid speed 
To give the rein, and in the full career t 
To draw the certain sword, or send the pointed 
xxxiv. {*pear. 

Let him unite his subjects’ hearts. 

Planting societies for peaceful arts ; 

Some that in nature shall true knowledge 

And by experiment make precept sound fc, , J m 
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Some that to morals shall recall the age. 

And purge from vicious dross the sinking stage : 
Some that with care true eloquence shall teach, 
And to just idioms fix our doubtftil speech ; 

That from our writers distailrTealmB may know 
The thanks we to our monarch owe, 

And schools profess our tongue thro' ev’ry land 
That has invok’d his aid or blest his hand. 

XXXV. 

Lqt his high pow’r the drooping Muses rear. 

The Muses only can reward his care ; 

’Tis they that guard the great Atrides' spoils » 
*Tis they that still renew Ulysses 1 toils : 

To them by smiling Jove ’twas giv’n to save 
Distinguish’d patriots from the common grave ; 
To them great William’s glory to recall. 

When statues moulder, and when arches fall. 

Nor let the Moses lfith ungrateful pride 
The sources of their treasure hide i 
The hero’s virtue does the string inspire. 

When with big joy they strike the living lyre t 
On William’s fame their fate depends : 

With him the song begins, with him it ends. 
From the bright effluence of his deed. 

They borrow that reflected light 
With which the lasting lamp they feed. 

Whose beams dispel the damps of envious night. 

m t i . 

t teT various climes, and to each distant pole, 
hapf|r tides let aetfcra Commeres roll j 
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Let Britain's ships export an annual fleece* 
Richer than Argos brought to ancient Greece* 
Returning loaden with the shining stores 
Which lie profuse on either India's shores. 

As our high vessels pass their wat’rjr way* 

Let all the naval world due homage pay j 
With hasty rev'rence their top-honors lower, 
Confessing the asserted pow’r, 

To whom by Fate ’twas giv’n, with happy sway 
To calm the earth and vindicate the sea. 
xxxvir. 

Our pray’rs are heard ; our master's fleets shall go 
As far as winds can bear or waters flow. 

New lands to make, new Indies to explore. 

In worlds unknown to plant Britannia's pow'r i 
Nations yet wild by precept to reclaim. 

And teach ’em arms and arts in William's name. 

XXXVIII. 

With hnmble joy, and with respectful fear* 

The list’nmg people shall his story hear % 

The wounds he bore, the dangers he sustain'd. 
How far he conquer'd, and how well he reign'd y 
Shall own his mercy equal to his feme* 

And form their children's accents to his name* 
Inquiring how, and when, from Hcav'n be came. 
Their regal tyrants shall with blushes hide 
Their little lasts of arbitrary pride. 

Nor bear to see their vassals ty’d » « 

WhenWilliam's virtues raise their op'aiagthehg} 
HU forty years for public freedom fought. 
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Europe by his baud sustain’d. 

His conquest by his piety restrain’d. 

And o’er himself the last great triumph gain’d. 


} 


XXXIX. 


No longer shall their wretched zeal adore 
Idnas of destructive powY, 

Spirits that hurt, and Godheads that devour : 


} 


New incense they shall bring, new altars raise. 


And fill their temples with .a stranger’s praise ; 
When the gTeat father’s character they find 
Visibly st&mpt upon the hero’s mind. 

And own a present Deity contest, 

In valor that preserv’d, and pow’r that blest. 


Thro’ the large convex of the azure sky 
(For thither Nature casts our common eye) 

Fierce meteors shoot their arbitrary light. 

And comets march, with lawless horror bright. 
These hear no rule, no righteous order own. 
Their influence dreaded, as their ways unknown ; 
Thro’ threaten’d lands they wild destruction throw. 
Till ardent pray’r averts the public woe : 

But the bright orb that blesses all above. 

The sacred fire, the real son of Jove, 

Rules not his actions by capricious will. 

Nor by uagovern’d pow’r declines to iftJ : 

Fix’d by just laws be goes for ever right * 

Man knows his course, and theaoe adores Me light. 


O Janus 1 would en tr eated Fate conspire 
To grant what Britain’s wishes could require. 
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Above, that sun should cease his way to go, 

Lie \\ illiam cease to rule and bless below : 

But a relentless destiny 
Urges all that e’er was born : 

Snatch'd from her arms, Britannia once must mourn 
The demi-god ; the earthly half must die. 

Yet if our incense can your wrath remove, 

If human pray’rs avail on minds above, 

U\ert, great God ! thy int’rest in the sky, 

Gain each kind pow’r, each guardian Deity ; 
That, conquer’d by the public vow. 

They bear the dismal mischief far away j 
O ! long as utmost Nature may allow, 

Let them retard ihe threaten’d day : 

Still be our master’s life thy happy care : 

Still let his blessings with bis years increase < 

To his laborious youth, consum’d in war. 




lasting age, adorn’d and crown’d with peace » 
twisted olives bind those laorels fast, 
ose verdure must for ever last. 


Long let this growing era bless his sway. 

And let our sons his present rule obey f 
On his sure virtue long let earth rely. 

And late let the Imperial eagle fly. 

To bear the hero thro’ his father's sky. 

To Leda's twins, or he whose glorious speed 
On foot prevail’d, or he who tam’d die deed : 
To Hercules at length, absolv'd by Fate 
From earthly tall, had above envy great * 

VOL. II. I 
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To Virgil’s theme, bright Cytherea’s qpn. 
Sire of the Latian and the British throne ; 
To all the radiant names above, 

Bever’d by men, and dear to Jove ; 

Late, Janus, let the Nas^fcu star. 
New-born, in rising majesty appear. 

To triumph over vanquish’d night, 

And guide the prosp’rous mariner 
V T ith everlasting beams of friendly light. 


CELIA tO DAMON. 


Atquc in imore mala luec proprio summeque cecundo 
Invtniuntur LUCRET. Lib. IV. 1. iljf. 


W«„can I say, what arguments can prove 
My truth, what colors can describe my love. 

If its excess and fury be not known 
In what thy Celia has already done ? 

Thy infant flames whilst yet they were conceal'd 
In tim’rous doubts, with pity I beheld ; 

With easy smiles dispell'd the silent fear. 

That durst not tell me what I dy’d to hear. 

In vain 1 strove to check my growing flame. 

Or shelter passion under friendship’s na me i 
Yon saw my heart how it my tongue bely’d," 
And, when you press'd, how faintly I deqyV. 
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Ere guardton thought could bring its scatter'd aid, 
Eil reason could support the doubting maid. 

My soul, surpris’d, and from herself disjoin’d. 
Left all reserve, and all the sex behind : 

From your command her motions she receiv’d. 
And not for me, but you, she breath’d and liv’d. 

But ever blest be Cytberea’s shrine. 

And fires eternal on her altars shine ! 

Since thy dear breast has felt an equal wound, 
Since in thy kindness my desires are crown’d. 

By thy each look, and thought, and care ’tis shown. 
Thy joys are center’d all in me alone ; 

And sure 1 am, thou wouldst not change this hour 
For all the white ones Fate has in its pow’r— 
Yet thus belov’d, thus loving to excess. 

Yet thus receiving and returning bliss, 

In this great moment, in this golden now. 

When ev’ry trace of what, or when, or how. 
Should from my soul by raging love be torn. 

And far on swelling seas of rapture borne, 

A melancholy tear afflicts my eye. 

And my heart labors with a sudden sigh t 
Invading fears repel my coward joy. 

And ills foreseen the present bliss destroyr 
Poor as it is, this beauty was the cause. 

That with first sighs your panting bosons rose* 
But with no owner Beauty long will stay. 

Upon the wings of Time bone swift away. 

Pass but some fleeting yean, and these poor eyes 
(Where now without a boast some latere lies) 
i 2 
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No longer shall their little honors keep. 

Shall only be of use to read or weep ; 

And on this forehead, where your ver»e has said. 
The Loves delighted, and thp Graces play’d. 
Insulting Age will trace l(|u cruel way, 

And leave sad marks of hiB destructive sway. 
Mov’d by my charms, with them your love 
may cease. 

And as llie fuel sinks the flames decrease $ 

Or angry Heav’n may quicker darts prepare. 

And sickness strike what Time awhile would spare : 
Then will my swain bis glowing vows renew. 
Then will his throbbing heart to mine beat true. 
When my own face deters me from my glass. 
And Knetier only shows what Celia was ? 

Fantastic Fame may sound her wild alarms } 
Your country, as you think, may want your arms s 
You may neglect, or quench, or liatc the flame. 
Whose smoke too long obscur’d your rising name ; 
And, quickly, cold indiff'rence will ensue,] 

When you Love’s joys thro’ Honor's optic view. 

Then Celia’s loudest pray’r will prove too weak 
To this abandon’d breast to bring you back : 
When any lost lover the tall ship ascends. 

With music gay, and wet with jovial friends. 

The tender accents of a woman's cry 
Will pass unheard, will unregarded die $ 

When the rough seaman's louder shouts prevail, J 
When fair occasion shows the springing gale, ( 
And int'rest guides the helm, and honor s waits! 
the sail. 3 
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Some wtetched lines from this neglected handl 
Ma a Y fiAd ray hero, on the foreign strand, [mand : 
Warm with new fires, and pleas'd with new com- J 
While she who wrote them, of all joy bereft, 

To the rode censure of the world is left $ V 
Her mangled feme in barb’rous pastime lost, 

The coxcomb’s novel, and the drunkard’s toast. 

But nearer care (0 pardon it 1) supplies* 
Sighs to my breast and sorrow to my eyes. 

Love, Love himself (the only friend 1 have) 

May scorn his triumph, having' bound his slave. 
That tyrant God, that restless conqueror. 

May quit his pleasure, to assert bis pow’r i 
Forsake the provinces that bless his sway. 

To vanquish those which will not yet obey. 

Another nymph, with fatal pow’r, may rise 
To damp ft* sinking beams of Celia's eyes $ 

With haughty pride may hear her charms coufest. 
And scorn the ardent waws that 1 have blest. 

You, ev’ry night, may sigh for herein vain, 

And rise each morning to some fresh disdain | 
While Celia’s softest look may cease to charm. 
And her embraces want the pow’r to warm i 
While these fond arms, thus circling yon, may 
prove 

More heavy chains than those of hopeless lore. 

Just Gods ! all other things their like prodaee t 
The vine arises from her mother’s juice i 
When fecble\ plants or tender fur’ll decay. 

They to their seed their images convey* 
i 3 






Mphne and apollo. 


With kind resA a panting love^ thw ; 

d%ftly fly, less swiftly iMPf gjjfo ie > 
ruthless, alas ! and rugged la , 

Some stone may hurt thee, or gome tUbnt nmyNpnd. 
daph. \^a side. 1 This care is for himself as sufe as 
death s 

One mile hag put the fellow out of breath ; 
lie'll never do, Til lead him t’other round i , 
Washy he is, perhaps not over-sound. 10 

apol. You fly, alas ! not knowing whom yon fly. 
Nor ill- bred swain nor rusty clown am 1 s 
1 Claros’ isle and Tened^t command— 

pa ph. Thank ye, 1 wou’d not leave my native 
land. 

apol. What is to come by certain arts I know . 
daph. Pish ! Partridge has as fair pretence as 

yfc. 


apol. Behold the beautlftn of my looks 

paph. A fig 

That may be counterfeit, a Spanish wigt 
W ho cares for all that hash of curling hair, 20 
Whilst your smooth chin is so extremely bard I 
apol. I sing— 

daph. — That newer shall be Daphe’s choke. 
Sjphacio had an admirable woke. 

apol. Of ev’ry herb 1 tell the mystic pow’r. 
To certain health the patient 1 restore. 

Sent for, caress’d — 

daph. — ^Ours i« a wholesome airs 
You’d bitter go to town and practise there j 



HISCELLANBOCU FOB 


tor me, Tv#po obstructions to j^move ; 30 1 

"fm pretfy ttfank you, father Jovf£ > 
An|jhyiic fiTb B^ak ally to love. J 

j/bh. For learning' tam’d^thie verses I com- 1 
• pose. f 

daph. So do your brother quacks and brother C 
Memo rials, only, and reviews write prose. [beaus. ) 
4Pol. From the bent yew I send the pointed 
Me of its aim, and fatal in its speed. — [reed* 
daph. Then leaving me, whom sure you would 
not kill, 

In yonder thicket exerc|le your skill : 

Shoot there at beasts t out for the human heart 
Your cousin Cnpid has the only dart. 41 

A pol. Yet turn,0 beauteous Maid ! yet deign to 
A love-tick Deity's impetuous pray’r. [hear 
O let me woo thee as thou wouldst b# woo’d ! 
•daph. First, therefore, don’t be so extremely 
rude { 

Don't tear the hedges down and tread the clover. 
Like an hobgoblin rather than a lover : 

Next, to my father’s grotto sometimes come i 
At ebbing tide he alwhys is at home. 

Bead the Cwrant with Mm, and let him know 30 *) 
A little politics, bow matters go > 

Upon his brother-rivers Rhine or Po. j 

As any maid or footman oomes or goes. 

Pull off your hat, and ask how Daphne does i 
These sort of folks will to each other tell 
That yon respect me i that, yoa know, looks wall r 
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Then if you as you pretend, the God 
That mlcs the — and, much upon the rand, 

You’llnnd a hundred trifles in your way, 

That you may bring one home from Africa^ 60 
Some little rarity, some bird or beast, 

And now and then a jewel from the East's 
A lacker'd cabinet, some china-ware : 

You have ’em mighty cheap at Pekin Heir. 

Next, nota ben$ y you shall never rove. 

Nor take example by your father Jove. 

Last, for the ease and comfort of my life, 

Make me (Lord, what startles you 1) youf wife. 
I'm now (they say) sixteen, or something more ; 
We mortals seldom live above fourscore : — 70 

Foui score ; you’re good at numbers ; let us see. 
Seventeen suppose, remaining sixty-three; 

Aye, hi t|pt span of time you'll bury me. 
Meantime, if you have tumult, noise, and strife, 
(Things not abhorrent to a marry’ d life) . 

They'll quickly end, you see ; what signify 
A few odd years to you that never die ? 

And, after all, you’re half your time sway, 

You know your but’nes* takes you up ail dqy l 
And coming late to’ bed, you need not ^80 

Whatever noise I make, you'll sleep, my dog* 
Or, if a winter-evening should be long, t , 
Ev'n read your physic-book, or make a song. 
Your wife, your steeds, diachalos, and rhyme. 
May take dp any honest Godhead’s timq» ^ 







dolin’* mistakes. 


9 $ 

Who reads thati&ard, desires, like him, tOMri% 
Still fegrfui of success, still tempted by delight. 

IK* 

Foon as Aurora had unbared the mom. 

And light discover'd Nature's cheerful fate. 
The sounding clarion and the sprightly horn 
Call'd the blithe huntsman to the distant chase. 
Eflsoons they iBsue forth, a goodly banp j 

The deep-mputh’d hounds with thunder lead 
the air. 

The fiery course* strike the rising sand. 

Far thro' the thicket flies the frighted deer f 
Harley the honour of the day supports. 

His presence glads the woods, his order guides 
the sports. 

nr. 

On a Air palfrey, well equipp'd, did sit 
An Amazonian dame ; a scarlet west. 

For active horsemanship adaptly fit. 

Enclos'd her dainty limbs ; a plumed crest 
Wav'd o'er her bead ; obedient by her side 
Her friends and servants rode { withprtful hand 
Full well knew she the steed to torn and guide s 
The willing steedtaeotyv’d her soft commend: 
Courage and sweetness on her Hot were seated) 
On her all eyes were bent, sad all good wisheemaAd. 

rv. 

This seeing, Colin thus his Muse bespoke, 
tv* afity^es was the Muse to Colfa eigft * 
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Ah me, too nigh ! or, Clio, I mistake, 

Or that bright form that pleaseth so mine eye. 

Is Jove's fair daughter, Fallas, gracious queen 
Of lib’ral arts ; with yronder and delight 
In Homer's verse we read hftt; well I ween 
That, em'lous of his tireciad master's flight. 
Dm Spenser makes the fav'rite Goddess known. 
When in her graceful look fair Britomart 1 b shown, 
v. 

At noon, as Colin to the castle came. 

Op'd were the gates, and right plfepar’d the feast f 
Appears at table rich yclad a dame. 

The lord’s delight, the wonder of the guest 5 
With pearl anil jewels was she sumptuous deckt. 
As well became her dignity and place ; 

But the beholders mought her gems neglect. 

To fix their eyes on her more lovely face. 
Serene with glory, and with softness bright : 

O beauty sent from heav’n to cheer the mortal sight ! 
vil 

Lib’ral Munificence behind her stood. 

And deoqpt State obey'd her high command ; 
And Charity, diffuse of native good, 

At once ponrtrayes hermindfcnd guides her hand. 
As to each guest some fraits she deign'd to lift, 
And silence with obliging parley broke. 

How gracious seem'd to each th f imparted gift 1 
But how more gracious what the giver spoke 1 
Such ease, such freedom, did her deed attend. 
That ev*ry guest rejoic’d, exalted to a friend. 
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VII. 

Quoth Colin : Clio ! if my feeble tense 
Can mall distinguish yon* illustrious dame. 
Who nobly doth such gentle gifts dispense 
In Latian numbers, Juno is her name ; 

Great Goddess who, with peace and plenty crown'd. 
To all that under shy breathe vital air, 
Difffueth bliss, and thro’ the world around 

Poors wealthy case, and scatters joyous cheer ; 
Certes of her in Mmblant guise I reed. 

Where Spenser decxs his lays with Gkniana’s deed, 
vin. 

As Colin mus'd at ev’aiag near the wood, * 

A nymph undress’d, beseemeth, by him past i 
Down to her feet her silken garment flow’d, 

A ribband bound and shap’d her slender waist ; 
A veil dependent from her comely bead. 

And beanteons plenty of ambrosial hair. 

O’er her fetar breast and lovely shoulders spread. 
Behind fell loose, and wanton'd with tin air* 
The smiling Zephyrs call’d their am’romJpotham, 
They kiss'd the waving lawn, and voted it to 

Daisies and violets rose where’er she trod. 

As Flora, kind, her roots and bods bad sorted * 
And, led by Hymen, wedlock's mystic God, 

Ten thousand Loves around tbe nymph disported. 
Quoth Cotin : flow I ken the Goddess bright 
Whom poetising : all human hearts, enthrall'd, 
vol. a. K 



98 


Obey her pow’r ; her kindness the delight 
Of Gods and men { great Venus she is call’d, 
When Mantuan Virgil doth her charms rehearse $ 
Mphebe is her name in gentle Edmund’s Terse. 

x. *- 

Heard this the Muse, and with a smile reply’d. 
Which show’d soft anger mix'd with friendly love; 
Twin sisters still were Ignorance and Pride : — 
Can we know right till error we remove ? 

But Colin, well I wist will nevW learn ; 

Who slights his guide shall <mate from his way* 
Me to have ask’d what thou couldst not discern 
To thee pertaa’d ; to me the thing to say. 
What heavenly will from human eye conceals. 
How can the bard aread unless the Muse reveals ? 

xi. 

Nor Pallas $J»ou nor Britomart hast seen, 

When soon at morn the flying deer was chas’d ; 
Nor Jove's great wife, nor Spenser’s IMry Queen, 
% At noontide dealt the honours of the feast : 
Nor Veuia nor Belphebe didst thou spy. 

The erning’s glory and the grove’s delight: 
Henceforth, if ask'd^ Instructed right, reply. 
That all the day to Avowing mortals* sight 
Bright Ca'ndiah-HoUes Harley stood confest. 

As various hour advis'd in various habit dnst. 
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THE DOVE. 


Taatcne salmi* caelcstlbus lrc l VIRG. 

- - , ■ i m 


In Virgil’s sacred verse we find 
That passion can depress o^nrise 

The heav’nly as the human tttind | 

Who dare degj what Virgil sajs f 

But if they should, what our great master 
Has thus laid down my tale shall prove ; 

Fair Venus wept the sad disaster 
Of having lost her far' rite Dove. 

m. 

In complaisance poor Cupid mourn’d ; 

His grief reliev'd hia mother's pin ; 

He vow’c| he'd leave no stone on turn’d 
But dm should have her Dove again. 

IV. 

Tho’ none, saqf he, shall yet be nadhfl, 

1 know the felon well snough t 

But be she not, Mnmdjfjr oondanm'd 
Wsgsout a fcir and &gnl proof. 

v. 

With that his longest dart he took, 

As constable would take his staff 

That Gods desire Utah men to look. 

Would dfcje cv’n Heraclitus laugh 

u 2 
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mscEixAincous pours. 


vi. ♦ 

Love's subaltern* a duteouiTband, 

Like watchmen, round their chief appear; 

Each had his lantern in his hand. 

And Venus, mask r d, brought up the rear. 

VII. 

Accoutred thus, their eager step 
To Chloe’s lodging thej directed : 

(At once I write, alas ! and weep. 

That Chloe is of theft suspepted.) 

Till. 

Late they act out, had far to go: 

St. Duaatan’s, as they pass’d, struck oh. 

Chloe, for reasons good, you know. 

Lives at th« sober end o’ th* tofeu 

IX. 

With one great peal they rap the door. 

Like foofeten on a visiting-day. 

Folks at her house at such an hour I* ^ 

Lord ! what will all the neighbours say ? 

* X. 

The doQfela open ; up they ran ? 

, Nor pray’rs nor threats divert their speed : 

Thieves ! thieves ! crietfnaan y we’re tradoae $ 
They’ll kill my miftris# hi her bed. 

XI. 

In bed indeed the nymph had been 
Three hours y for all historians *say 

She commonly went up at fen. 

Union Bftfnet was In the tray 
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4 * XII. 

She wak’d, be sure^with strange surprise: 
O Cupid 1 is this right or law. 

Thus to disturb the brightest eyes 
That ever slept or ever saw 1 
mu. 

Have you observ’d a sitting hare#* 
List’ning and fearful of the storm 

Of horns and hounds, clap back her ear. 
Afraid to keep or leave her form ? 

XIV. 

Or have you mark'd a partridge quake. 
Viewing the tow’ring falcon nigh? 

She cuddles low behind the brake. 

Nor wouldtshe stay, nor dares she fly. 
xv. 

Then have you seen the beauteous maid. 
When- gaaing mi her midnight foes. 

She tunrd^ach way her frighted head. 
Then sunk it deep ben e a th the clothes. 

XVI. 

Venus this while was in the chamber 
Incognito # for Susan said 

It smelt so strong of myrrh and aahher— 
And Susan is no lying maid. 

xvn. 

But since we have no present need 
Of Veniflv an 

With CupEt let uM’en proceed. 

And thus t%Ch$e^poke the fiflll 
K S 
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HiKUMiraovi rosxi. 


xnii# 

Hold «p your bead, hold 4 your hand 9 
Would it were not my lot to show ye 


Thu cruel writ, wherein you stand 
Indicted by the name of Chi#* 1 

TIT. ^ 


Tor that, by secret malice stirr’d. 

Or by an em’lopi pride invited. 

You have purloin'd the fav’rite bird 
In which my mother most delighted. 


Her blubbing face the lovely maid 

Rais'd just above the milkwhite sheet, 
A rose-tree in a lily-bed 

Nor glows so red nor breathes sO sweet. 


Are you not he whom virgins fear 

And widows court i Is not your name 
Cdpid ? If so, pray come not nearer 
Fair Maiden, I'm the very same.** 


Then what have I, good Sir, to say 
Or do with her yea call your mother f 
If'l should mhet her In my way. 

We hardly curtsey to each other. 


Duma 1 chjafrr 1 and Hebe I sweet 1 
Witness that what 1 spank is 
I would not give 

Fo r# U t^Hoves Um* Mr dpw. • 
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mjnxv. 

Yet, to eomp ose thlk midnight noise. 

Go freely search where'er you please | 
(The rage that rais'd, adorn'd her voice) 
Upon yon ’ toilette lie my keys. 

XXV. 

Her keys he takes, her doors arifooks. 

Thro' wardrobe and thro' closet bounces. 
Peeps into ev'ry chest and box. 

Turns o’er her furbelows and flounces. 

XXVI. 

But Dove, depend on't, finds he none, 

So to the bed returns again $ 

And now the maiden, bolder grown. 

Begins to treat him with disdain. 

XXVII. 

I marvel much, she smiling said. 

Your poultry cannot yet be found » 

Lies he in yonder slipper dead f * 

Or, may be, in the tea-pot drown'd t 

xxnu. 

No, traitor 1 angry Love replies. 

He's hid somewhere about yopr breast | 

A place nor God nor man denies. 

For Venus* Dove the pr ope r neat. 

XXIX. 

Search, then, she said i pot he yo^fhnd. 
And QjffllMft, dear p r d teoft r r si , guard me, 
As guilty I oihitinfstfol, 

Do thou nr wwvd ggjp 
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•xxx -id 

Bat, oh ! what maid to Lore can trust ! 

Be scorns and breaks all legal pow’r ; 
Into her breast his hand he thrust. 

And in a moment forc'd it lower. 

xxxi. * 

*0, whither do 'those fingers rove. 

Cries Chloe, treacherous urchin, whither ? 
0 Venus ! 1 shall find thy Dove, 

Says he, for sore I touch his feather. 


ERLE ROBERTS MICE, 
nr chauckr's sms. 

Twit Mice, fall blythe and amicable. 
Baton beside Erie Robert's table. 

Ides there ne trap their necks to catch, 

Be old black cat their steps to watch, * 
Their fill they eat of fond and fish $ 
Feast-lyche as heart of mouse mote wish. 

As guests sat jovial at the board, 
'Forth leap’d our Mice ; eftsoans the Lord 
Of Boling, whilom John the Saint, 

Who makpth oft propos full queint. 
Laugh’d, jtryrt, and aloud he cry’d. 

To Matthew; Mated on thlpth’ aid*? 

To thee, lean Bard! fit do$*«*»% 
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Come frame ub bow ynn clean device! 

Or playsant rhyme tm yonder Mice 3 

They seem, God shield me, Matt and Charles. 

Bad as Sir Topaa or 'Squire Quarles, 
(Matthew did for the nonce reply) 

At emblem or device am 1 1 

But could 1 ehauat or rhyme, parflie. 

Clear as Dan Chancer or aa thee, 

Ne verse from me (so God me shrive) 

On mouse or other beast alive. 

Cettes K have this many days 
Sent myne poetic herd to grace. 

Ne armed knight ydrad in war 
With lyon fierce will 1 compare j 
Ne judge unjust with furred fox, 

Harming in secret guise the flocks 1 
Ne priest unworth of Goddess oswt* 

To swine y drunk, or filthy stoat; 

Elke simile farewdH ftt aye. 

From elephant, I trowj to flea. 

Reply’d the fWerafflki peer, 1 wccnc 
Matthew is ai^gred on the spleen. 

Ne so, quoth Matt, ne shall be e*er, 

With sm that falleth all so Air: 

Eftsoons, well weet ye, my intent 
Boweth to jour commauadesoeot. 

If by these creatures ye sees; q 
Pourtrayed tSHtftes as MattKeh bties; 
Behoveth oeet toWseek mf brain. 

The rwt in o*far «*expUin, 



That cupboard, where ttfe Mice disport, 

I liken to St. Stephen’s court | 

Therein is space enough, { trow, 

For elite comrade to come and goe ; 

And therein eke may both he fcd 
With shiver of the wheaten oread : 

And when, as these mine eyeto survey, 

They cease to skip, and squeak, and play; 
Return they may to different cells, 

AAditiqg one, whilst th ’other tells. 

Dear Robert, quoth the Saint, whose mind 
In bounteous deed MS mean can hind. 

Now, as I hope to j now devout, 

I <0|m thb mM^ll made out. 

ms^pray? 

Matt doth tty j 
ot to-day. 



#r eta wb bw. 

Full oft doth fttt'fttk Topi |p, 
Ekteth bak'd meat s driaketh Grqek wfap % 
Bat Topaz his own werke reh&useth, 

And Matt mote praise what Topatf verseth- 
Now shore ayprieft jp d'cr shrive sizmer. 
Full hardly earneth l&tt Ids dippqr. 
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Faii Sub Kit did her w&hede well menteine, 
Algates assaulted tore by letchoun tweine ; 

Now, and 1 read arft&t that aanclefct song, 

Olde were the paramyon* the dame fall yong. 
Had thilke urns tue in other guise heen tolde i 
Had they heen yong (pardie) apd she been olde. 
That, by St. Kit, had wrought much sorer txyal, 
Fall merreilloui, I wote, were swilk dez^M. 


TO FOR 

W BTLrr I in prim at 
Nor beg thy fkmr 
In rain, matfcfcms * 

By taking 



a.. 

Wnur I am mnk’i vflfc ko» Mn, 
I» r» WMl 

Your drape of pity ea my die, 

Alaal bat toaka it fterrar bum. 




cblos nwmm * 

liumro her neck her «od% treun ty’tf, 
Her iv’ry quiver rraeftd Hnr her tide. 




rod 


A huu ting Chloe went : she lost her way, * 
And thro* the foods, uncertain* chanc'd to stray. 
Apollo, passing by^Hheld thetaaidj 
And, ‘ akter dear! kf&m Cynthia* toils’ he said « 
The hunted hin4 lies dose in yondfi Stoke* 
Loud, Cnpid laugh’>! to see the God*s mistake i 
And, laughing, cry’d, Learn better, graft Arise ! 
To know thy kindred, and to honor mine. 
Rightly advis'd, far hence thy sister scek^t 
Or on Meander's bank, or Latmus’ peak*. 

But in this nymph, my friend ! my sister know— 
She draws my arrows, and she bea^gjej bpw > 


Fair Thames she haunts, and ffiy s f d gh h'rt sg 

Sacred to soft recess and gnadjfl 

Go, with thy Cynthia fatal " " & 

At the rough boar* or phase the 

1 and my Chloo taken 


CBLOK JEALOUS. 


Fosrns fo ask me why I weep, 

T cx.dOfloe to her shnphpd soiAi 
*Tis for taj two pdw^m^fjphMf, 
Perhaps, or for asy sfmirrel deed, 
won* to. fi. 1 



no 


MiscjoadwteDa* ptnan. 


it. 

For ttiW I Whs it ytm late bare writ f 
Your subtle questions UNf Implies ? 
EaMem It teach a ftauSrOH * 

The -ways where chahfthy '^ferlM flies ? 

itt. * 

Ylrar riddle purpos’d to rehearse 

The gen ’ml pow’r that beauty baa ; 

But wb^ 'did no peculiar verse 

Describe owe charm of Chloe’s face ? 

IT. 

The glfl|s Which -was at Feans 1 shrine. 

With etodh mysterious sorrow luM, 

The garland (sad yew hag it tahre) 

Which sfcwwM hew ydnth aad beauty &de. 

* i 

Ten thousand trifles, light as these, 
fffwr can tuy wage nor *mger more ; 

She should be humble, who would please ; 
And she must suffer, who eaa love. 

▼i. 

When in my glass I chanc’d Ip look, 

' Of Venus what did 1 implore 1 
That ev'ry grace which thence I took 
Should know to charm my Damon more, 
m. 

Reading thy verse, who herds, said I* 

If here or there Ids tfwnw flew ? 

O, free for ever be Ida eye 

Whose heart to mejis always true i 



CHU>* 


Ill 


TUI. 

My bloom, indeed, flay Uttle flow’r 
Of beauty iu pride i 

Foi, sever’d from it| Stive Uo-wr* 

It on thy glowing bosom dy’d. 

rt. 

Yet car’d I not what might presage 
Or with’ring wreath or dieting jttnAi 
Love I esteem’d more strong timnhge, * 
And time less permanent than frith. 


Why then I weep, ferbw know 9 
Fall nncontroUM, lAlfri, «d tm I 
O Damon 1 ’4ia themd/W 
I evsr yet coti^lpd flw *be* 

XI. 

The secret wound with tMd 1 bleed* 
Shall lie wrapt op, ev’n ip »y bear*. 
But on my tombstone (boa shah rend 
My answer tojfef dflbioos feme. 


a 2 
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MIICELUNKPI roi^io. 


ANSWER TO CH|£)J& JEALOUS. 

W THE SAME ITTLE. 

The Autflh- sick. 

I. 

^ es, fweit proof of Beauty’* pow’r, 

Dear idof of my panting heart. 

Nature point* this my fatal hour. 

And I hare liv'd, and we must part. 

if- 

While now I take my Imp adieu. 

Heave thou no sSgfcjwr shed a Jte&T, ’ 

Lest yet my half-clos*d fjre hlji Hew 
Qp earth an object uortk^jf care. 

iii. 

From Jealousy’s tormenting strife. 

For ever be thy bosom freed. 

That nothing may disturb thy life. 

Content I hasten to the dead. 

TV. ^ 

.Yet when some better-fated youth. 

Shall with his am’rous parley move thee. 
He fleet one moment on has truth. 

Who, dying, thus persists to love thee. 



A-MftyHt ANSWBK. 

I. 

Dear Chloe, how blubber'd is tliil pretty face ! 
Thy check ali on fire, and thy hair all hncurl’d : 

Pr’ythee quit this caprice v and (n# old fttfstlff 
says) • . 

Let's ev'n talk a little like folks of this woA 
u. 

How canst thon presume thou hast leare to 
destroy [keeping 1 

The beauties which Vans but lent to thy 

Those looks were design'd tp inspire lore and joy « 
More ord’naryeyes may serve people fpr^seep- 
ing. 

UL. 

To be vex’d at a trifle or two that 1 writ. 

Your ju dgment at tmm end my passion yon 
wrong : [wit : 

Yog take that for fact which will scarce be found 
Odds life 1 BNMt one swear to the Qmthof a song 1 

it. 

What I speak, my foir Chloe 1 and what l write, 
shows 

The difiT fence there is betwixt nature and art| 

1 c*u$ others in verse, but 1 lone thee in promt 
And they have my whimsies, bn* foam best my 
heart 



^IkevLLAirinft#' y&ms. 


*u 


The God of «if vem-men fjtifehhow, child !) the 

Sun, a ^ 

How, after his journeys, set* up hi* rest ; 
If, at mormtag, o'er car^t&tshis fancy to run. 
At night he reclines on his Thetis’s breast. 


So, 'when I am weary’d with wand’ ring all day, 
iiTo thee, my delight, in the ev'ning I comet 
No matter what beauties I saw in my way. 

They were but my visits, but thou art my home. 

VII. 

Then finish, dear Chloe, this pastoral war. 

And let us like Horace and Lydia agree ; 

For thou art a girt as muoh brighter than her. 
As he was a poet suhlimer than me. 


TEN ITS MISTAKEN. 


W] new Chloe* s picture was to Tenus shown, 
Surpris’d, the Goddess took it for her own : 

And What, said she, does this bold painter mean? 
When was I bathing thus, and naked seen ? 
n. 

Pleas’d Cupfd heard, and check’d his mother’* 
pride ; 

And who’s blind now, mamma ? the wrehin cvy’d. 



I IS 


’Tis Chloe’s eye, and cheek, and lip, and fcrqpzs, 
Friend Howards fenin fancy ’dr oll the rest. 


VENUS' ADVICE TO THE »jSES. 

Tm» to the Muses spoke the Cjpriu **.*"*, 
Adorn my altars and revere my name. 

My son shall else assume bis potent dart* % 

Twang goes the bow i vaj girls ! hare at your 
hearts. 

The Muses answer'd Venus, We deride 
The vagrant’s malice, and his mother’s pride: 
f“end him to nymphs who sleep on Ida’s shade, 
To the loose dance and wanton masquerade » 

Our thoughts are settled, and intent our look 
On (he instructive verse and moral book. 

On female idleness his pow’r relies. 

Hut, when he finds us studying hand, he dies. 


THE JUDGMENT Of VENT?, 


W ben Kneller’s works, of various grace. 
Were to fair Venus shown. 

The Goddess ^py*d in ev’ry face 
• Some features of her own* 
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Just to and, pclhtmg with her h— d - » 

So shone, ygjfM she, my eyes, 

• When from two GoMewev i gain'd 
An apple for a prize. 

^ hr. 

When in the glass, and river too, 

My face I lately view'd. 

Such was I, If the glass be true. 

If true the crystal flood. 

iv. 

In colours of this glorious kind 
Apelles painted me> 

My hair, thus flawing with the wind. 
Sprang from my native sea. 

v. 

Like this disorder’d, wild,' forlorn. 

Big with ten thousand fears. 

Thee, my Adonis, did I mourn, 

Ev*n beautlfhl to tears. 


But, viewing Myra plac'd apart, 
I fear, says shp, I fear, 
Apelles, that Sir Godfrey’s art 
Hap Car surpass’d thine here t 

, VII. 

Or I, * Goddess Of the skies, 


Mjt Myra am onAtte, 

And- mast resign to her toe prise, 
‘ "The apple, which f wan* 



PBILLIS’S AGE* 


w 


VIII. 

But soon as she had Myra sec^ , 
Majestically fair. 

The sparkling eye, the look se'rMfc, 
The gay and easy dfr. 

IX. 

With fiery emulation fill’d, 

The wond’ring Goddess crj’d, 
\pelles must to Kneller yield. 

Or Venus must to Hyde. 


PHILLIS#* AGE. 

How old may Phillis be, yon ask. 

Whose beauty thus all hearts engages ? 

To answer is no easy task. 

For she has really two ages. 

Stiff in brocade, and- plh&i’d in stays, 

Her patches, paint, and jewels on, 

All day let Envy view her free. 

And Phillis Is bat twenty-one. 

Paint, patches, jewels, laid aside. 

At night, astronomers agree, 

The iv’ning has the day bely’d. 

And Philbs is some forty-three. 
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MlBCBJANEOUt POEMS. 


CHJttE TLOR1MEL. 


No — I’ll endure ten thousand deaths 
Ere any further ^’Jl comply: 

Oh ! Sir, no man on earfh that breaches 
Had ever yet his hand so high. 

n. 

Oh ! take your sword, and pierce mx heart, 
Undaunted see me mt£t the wound j 

Oh ! will you act a arguin’ ■ part f 
A second Lucaece y%a hove found. 

zn. 

Thus to the pressing Cory den 
Poor Fk^imel, unhappy maid, 

Fearing by v love to^yjadoae, 

In broken dying accents, said. 

IV. 

Delia, who held tl fe conscious door. 

Inspir'd hytrutb and brandy, avird. 

Knowing, that sinfegn mon t h* before. 

Our Imcreee had bar second child, 
v. 

And HA ye. Madam! ery’d the M, 

None of your dighta, your high-rope dodging ; 

Do civil here, or mateh abroad » 

Oblige the 'ifwre, or frit the lodging. 



THE «UE0Tl<m. 


ll» 


▼I. 

Oh ! have I, Florimal vat OKI 
Have I then lost my Delia’s aid ? 

Where shall forsaken Virtue run 
If by her friend she is betray’d ? 

VII. 

Oh ! curse on empty friendship's name j 
Lord, what is all onr future view ? 

Then, dear destroyer of my fame* 

Let my last succour be to youa 
VII. 

From Delia's rage and Fortune’s frown, 
A wretched love-sick j Maid deliver i 

Oh ! Up me but another crown, 

Dear Sir, and make me yaws for ever. 


THE QUESTION. TO LISETTA 


w hat nymph should j admire or trust 
But Chloe, beauteous Chloe; just l 
What nymph should I desire to see. 

But her who leaves the plain for me ? 
To whom should I comp os e the lay 
But her who listens when I play ? 

To whom in song repeat my cures 
But her who in my sorrow ehwus ? 

For whom should I the juriugd make, 
But her who joys the gift to take. 

And boasts she weum it for my suhe i 




la love am I net fully blest ? 
Lisetta, pr*ythee,feaU the rest* 


LISETfA’S REPLY 

c G- 

Oure Chloe just, and Chloe fair, 
Reserves to be your only care ; 

But -when you abd she to-day 
Far into the wood did stray, 

And 1 happen'd to pass by. 

Which way did you Gael your eye ? 

But when your cares to her you sing , 

Yet dare not tell her whence they spring, 
Does it not more afflict your heart 
That in those cares she bears a part ? 
When you the flow’rs for Chloe twine. 
Why do you to her garland join 
The meanest bud that falls from mine ? 
Simplest of swains I the world may see 
Whom Chloe loves, and who loves me. 


, CUPID AND GANYMEDE. 

In heav'n, one holyday, you read, 

In wise Anacreon, Ganymede 
Drew heedless Cupid in to throw 



C HMD A» MWI MIM . lf| 

The little Trojan by the way, 

By Hermes taught, play'd afl%he play. 

The God, unhappily engag’d. 

By nature rash, Ly play enrag'd, 

Complain'd, and sigh’d, and cry’d, and fn|ppd. 

Lost ev’rj earthly thing he betted f 

In ready money all the store 

Pick’d up long since from Danae's show*?* 

A snuff-box aet with bleeding hearts, 

Rubies, all pierc'd with diamdan darts ; 

His ninepins made of myrtle wood ; 

(The tree in Ida’s forest stood) 

His bowl pure gold, the Very same 
W hich Paris gave the Cyprian dame; 

Two table hooks in shagreen covers. 

Fill’d with good verse from real lovers, 
Merchandise rare ! a billet-doux. 

Its matter pasaionate, yet true ; 

Heaps of hair rings and cypher’d seals. 

Rich trifles, serious bagatelles. 

What sad disorders play begets ! 

Desp’rate and mad, at length be sets 
Those darts, whose points make Gods adore 
His might, and deprecate his pow’r ; 

Those darts, whence all our joy and pain 
Arise t those darts — Come, seven’s the nadn, 
Cries Ganymede : the usual trick, 

Seven slur u six. » eleven » a aide, 

111 news goes fast: ’twas quickly kno wn, 

That simple Cupid was undone. 
vol. a . M 



Sfeifter than lightning Venus flew $ 

Too late she found the thing too true. 
G#es$ hour the Goddess greets her eon : 
Come hither, sirrah ! no, begone ; 

And, lurk ye 1 is it bo indeed ? 

A comrade jou for Ganymede ? 

An imp as wickedTondais age 
As any earthly lady’s po°:e ; 

A scandal and a acourge to Troy ? 

A prince's son?' A blackguard bo> , 

A sharper, that with box and dice, 

Draws in young deities to vice. 

All Heav'n is by the ears together. 

Since first that little rogue came hither: 
Juno herself has had no peace. 

And, truly, I've been favour'd less: 

For Jove, as Fame reports, (but Fume 
Says things not fit for me to namq} 

Uas acted ill for such a God, 

And taken wayB extremely odd. 

And thou, unhappy child ! she said, 
(Her anger by her grief allay’d) 

Unhappy child ! who thus hast lost 
All the estate we e'er eould boast, 
Whither, O whither wilt than ran, 

Thy MW despis’d, thy weakness known ? 
Nor shall thy shrine on earth be crown'd, 
Nor shall thy pow*r in hssr’i be own'd. 
When then nor man nor God const wound. 
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m 


Obedient Cupid, kneeling, cry’d, 
Ceat>e, dearest mother, cease to chide $ 
Gany’s a cheat, and I’m a bubble ; 

Yet why this great excess of trouble ? 
The dire were false ; the darts are gdpfe $ 
Yet h< w ait you or I undone? 

Tlit loss of these I can sappfy 
With keener shafts from Chloe's eye# 
Fear not we«e'cr can be disgyac’4 
While mat bright magazine shaft last « 
Your crowded altars still shall smoke, 
And man your friendly aid invoke^ 

Jove shall again revere your pow’r. 

And rise a swanj or fall a thow'r. 


o 


CUPID WSTAKXN. 


As after bom, oMdsamr’i day, 

Yenus stood bsO h g ip a riser, 

Cap id a-shootlng went tbit way, 

New strung Us how, pew 01*4 Mi fphwr^ 
a. 

With skill he chose Ms rterptst 4a* % 

With all Iris prig* Mi hew he *#*» 

Swift to Ifc h seuUMM pe wi t’ s hBMt 
The too tw Bfihil mm 4ew. 

» 2 



ausc&UbAJUtovs poxan. 


m* 

* xxz. 

I feint l Idle! the Goddess cry*d : 

0 cruel, couldst thou find none other 
To wreek thy spleen on ? Parricide 1 

Like Nero, thou hast slain thy mother. 
Iv * 

Poor Cupid, lobtyjiag, scarce could speak ; 

Indeed, mamma 1 t did not know ye : 
Alas ! how easy my mistake 1 ^ 

1 took you for your likeness, Chloe.dB „ 


CUPID IN AMBUSH. 


It oft* to many has successful been, 
typon his arm to let his mistress lean, 

Or with her airy fan to cool her heat. 

Or gently squeeze her knees or press her feet. 
All public sports, to favor young Desire, 

With opportunities like this conspire. 

Ev’n where his skill the gladiator shows. 
With human blood where the Arena flows. 
There, oftentimes, Love’s quiver-bearing boy 
Prepares his bow and arrows to destroy « 
While the spectator faxes on the sight. 

And sees ’em wound each other with delights 


While he his pretty mistype# entertains* 

And wagers with her who the conquest gains. 


m 


the Cod takes aim* end hits his heart, 
in the wounds fan see* he hanrs his part. 



cCFfB WWW MMtti. 




cupiu Ttmtom TnwnrGtotAjr. 

Hi# lamp, his bow, tfaid p rim, iattmfcter 
A rustic wallet O’er fate alwriim tf*4, 

Sly Cupid, always on m# t tf wlfaf boot. 

To the rich field cad ftissow’d tilhfe 0—10" 
lake any ploughman neU’d the lfctlo* «d r 
His tune he whMtaft add fate wheat ; 

Then sa£~an£ laugh’d, ori to the ilitt afafoe 
Raising his eye, he thas insulted Jew* f 
Lay by your hail, y war hurtftd stomm restrain 
And, as I bid yea, let it shine or nib % 

Else you again biweaili toy yokt ddU hoar. 
Feel the Bharp goaded fonwtbeaanrUe plough % 
What once Bumpa was, Kahneta* Is now. 


CUPID TURNED STROLLER. 

PKOM AVACUOV. 

At dead of might, w h en stars ap pe ar , 

A ad strong Bodies fonaa the Bear, 

When mortals sleep their cares «mj, 
Fatigu’d with labors of da day, 

Cupid was knocktarat my gate : 

Who’s there, says tio knocks so late. 
Disturbs nf dr ea my «M breaks m 3 rest ? 
O tear not me, a harmless guest. 

Be said} but ope*, ojiea, pwyi 
A foolish Child; I*ve lost my iter f, 
v 3 
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And wander here this moonlight night* 
All wet and cold, and wanting light. 
With dan negat'd hi« voice I heard. 
Then rose, a ready lamp prepar'd. 

And aw m naked boy below. 

With wings, a qabet^aad a bow s 
In haste I ran, udlbok’d my gate. 
Secure, and thoughtless of my tine ; 

1 set the child an easy chair 
Against the fire, and dry’d his hair ; 
Brought friendly cups of cheerfbl wine. 
And warm'd his little hands with mine. 
All this did 1 with kind intents 
But he 4 on wanton mischief bent. 

Sold, dearest friend 1 this bow you see, 
This pretty bow, belongs to me : 
Observe, 1 pray, if all be right, 

I fear the rain has spell'd it quite t 
He drew it then, end straight 1 found 
Within my breast a secret wound. 

This done, the rogue no longer staid, 
But leapt away, and, tenghfig, said. 
Kind host ! adieu — we now moat part. 
Safe is my hew, but tick thy heart. 


MERCURY AN» COT iS . 



ne day. Jure 
dona to Ida's grove* 



M£a,CCkT AND cum . 
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Commanding Cupid to deliver 
His store of darts, his total quiver. 

That Hermes should the weapons break. 
Or throw 'em into Lethe's lake. 

Hermes, you know, must do his errand * 
He found his man, produc'd his warrant; 
Cupid 4 your d|fts- qthis very hour — 
There’s no coq£pnding against pow'r. 

How sullen Jupiter, just now 
I think I said, and you’ll allow 
That Cupid was as bad as he ; 

Hear but the youngster’s repartee. 

Come, kinsman ! (said the little God) 
Put off jour wings, lay by your rod, 

Retire with me to yonder bow’r. 

And rest yourself for half an hour t 
*Tis far indeed from hence to Heav’n — 

But you fly fast, and ’tis but sev’n : 

We’ll take one cooling cup of nectar. 

And drink to this celestial Hector-— - 

He break my darts, or hurt my pow’r 1 
He, Leda’s swan, ariH Deane's thow’r ) 

Go bid him hu wife’s tongue lealBpJUj 
And mind his thunder and Ms 
Wj darts ! 0, certainly I’ll give Vntf 
Prom Chafe's eye* In s|iM receive *emt 
There's on^the bestSfl wl mj quiver. 
Twang I thro’ his very heart and flvurr 
He then shall pine, and sigh, dud rave ; 
Good Lord t what bustle shall we ban# ! 



1*9 torsegturtttotT* PvkMt. 

Neftune matt straight lie sent to left, 

And Flora uMhdtfA twice a-dsy t 
Qm madt tiA£ tfcelh, end t'other ffow'rs, 

For cooling grots cud fragrant bow’rs, 

That Chfoe duty be in state, 

The Honrs twist agiier toilette male ; 

Whilst all the bl’iftlt fbolfc ItoFt 
Wonder their ttfatchetf go too 110#. 

Iybs most fly south and EhrUa east. 

For jewels for her Kair and breast ; 

Hip matter tho’ their cruel haste 
Sink cities and lay fbrests Waste; 

No matter tho 4 this fleet be lost. 

Or that lie Wind-bound on the coast. 

What whispering bn toy mother's ear ! 

What care that JuhO should not hear ! 

What work among you scholar Gods! 
teh&bus mast write him am’roua ode s, 

Ahd thou, poor couiift, MHf compose 
His letters in sflb toll tire prose ; 

Whilst haughty Chloe, to snaftOn 
+1m honor 6 f toy snysttc fldgh. 

Shall all US gWs and row* disdain. 

And is*gfc#t yo*r old ttouy*s pan. 

Dear o*it Said Hatties %a fright. 

For Beaty’s nti ltSfl toto daml^gd night. 



HURT AKURSVr. 




DEMOCRITUS AND HERACLITUS. 

DrncocRiTUt ' dear droll, revisit earth, 

And with our follies glut thy heighten'd nirtbt^ 
Sad Heraclitus ! seitous wretch, return. 

In louder grief our greater crimes to manta. 
Between you both I nnamcern'd .land t ,j tf 
Hurt, can I lan^b ? and honest, need I.crj ? 


MERRY ANDREW. 

Sly Merry Andrew, the last Southwark fair | t 
(At Barthol’mew be did not much appear, > 
So peevish was the edict of the May'r) 1 

At Southwark, therefore, as his trkfcs be showw, 
To please our masters, aad his friends t bcm nmd, 
A huge neat's tongue he in his right 
His left was with a good black padding . 

With a grave look, in this odd equipage, 

The clownish mimic traverses the stage s . 

Why, how now, Andrew 1 cries Ms Hw d fcev djpti. 
To-day’s conceit Bethinks is « 

Come on. Sir, to onr worthy i 
What does your emblematic Worship Banal 
Q**b A*fm, 

Y our emble— (sifcgid* je I) 

To tongun nr 

Learning thy talent h» hat Bine is jft sj li 



That Way fool fto i which thou art acrwr, 
neurons to correct, not knowing how, 
y&fih Tcrf good design but little wit, 

Blaming or praising things as I thought fit : 

I for this conduct had what I deserv’d, 

And, dealing bones%* was almost starv’d. 

But thanks to ym^iaAilgcnt stars^ I eat, 

Since I have found tie secret to W great. 

O dearest Andrew, says the humble droll, 
H enoe fo rth may I obey and thou control ; 
^Provided thou impart thy useful skill — 

Vow, then, says Andrew, and for once I will. — 
Be of your patron’s mind, whate’er he says ; 
&eep Very aradh » think little, and talk less : 
Mind neither good nor bad, nor right nor wrong, 
But oat y oar padding, slave, and holdyotff tongue. 

A reVfrfcd prelate stopp'd his ocmsh-and-si* 
% fohgfc « ante at our Andrew’s tricks * 
Atift he ward him give this golden rule, 
JUriNfcTon, (he cfy T d) thif follow is do fool. 


B&mvomts. 


jLTMtst naanvorat. mat a rn». 1 

Has ego corporibus protege* ad «Mi aim * 

Sideraque ingressis otia Waste dko » 

Qualia conremunt divis, yriaftfc id tert 
Titai fadles molliedr ire *ia»: 

Vinaque coellcohs media later jutelibo i 
Et me quid majus sospioor «mb aim. 

Sed fucilnt oulli forsaa, quo* speadan, oifr 
Nullaque sint flfltii nuatea, sate JmW 
Fabula ait terrii agitnr qa® vita relictis | 

Uuique Bupentes homo « qui nihil, erto Aam 
At (.amen ewe hilares, et inanes mitet mam 
Proderit, ac vit® conunodkate fhri, 

Et fcstoB agit&sae dies, eviqw fhgacas 
Tempora perpetnh detianisse jock. 

His me parentem presoeptk ocedpet oreas, 

Et mors ; see dhmm, sea nihil, ease srfh i 
Nam sophia an illa-est, qo® fafleee sawrittr koras 
Admonet, atqoe ord non timnkse mkw^v 


IMITATED. 

Studious the busy moments to deceive, 

That fleet between the cradle mi tepWl . 

1 credit what the Gsociaa dictates soft 
And Senu»o sound# o’er Sooiia’i hUU convey- 
When mortal mm reaim A* **** * * 

The body only I give o’er to deatfct 

The parta dksolv d and broken frame fteBl: 

What name from earth i see to earth it tor n- 
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MncfUANEODI POEMS. 


The immaterial part, th’ ethereal soul. 

Nor can change vanquish, nor can death control. 
Glad 1 release it from its partners* cares. 

And bid good angels waft it to the stars : 

Then in the flowing bowl 1 drown those sighs. 
Which, spite jof wisdom, from our weakness rise. 
The draught to 4e (fcad’g mem’ry 1 commend. 
And offer to thee now, immortal ffdend : 

But if oppos'd to what my thoughts approve. 
Nor Pluto’s rage there he, nor pow'r of Jove, 
On its dark side if thou the prospect take. 

Grant all forgot beyond black Lethe's lake ; 

In total death suppose the mortal lie. 

No new hereafter, nor a future sky ; 

Yet bear thy lot coulent, yet cease to grieve ; 
Why ere death comes dost thou forbear to live ? 
The little time thou hast, ’twixt instant now 
And Fate's approach, is all the Gods allow $ 

And of this little hast thou aught to spare 
To ltd reflection and corroding care ? 

The moments past, if thou art wise, retrieve, 
With pleasant mem’ry of the blits they gave. 
The present hours in present mirth employ. 

And bribe the fhtnre with the hopes of joy j 
The future (lew or more, howe’er they be) 1 
*Were destin'd erst, nor can by Fate's decree > 
Be now mtjDff betwixt the grave and thee.^ j 



CHANSON. 


Qbe fa is tu bergere dans ce beau verger 
Tu ne songe guerCs k me sooiaget ? 

Tu connois ma flamme, tu rols ma langueur.** 
Prens beile iahumaine pitie de man cosur 
n. 

Dequoy te plains tu malheureux berg er ? 

One n’ay je point fait pojp* te soalager ! 

J’a y quitte la plaine, moa troupeau, mon chien, 
Prend on tant de peine quand on n’aiine hen. 


IMITATED. 


i. 

War thus from the plain does my shepherdess 
rove, 

Forsaking her strain aad neglecting Ms love ? 

You have heard all my grief, 70a see howl die. 
Oh ! give some relief to the swain whom 70a fly. 
n. 

How can you complain, or what am I to say. 

Since my dog lies unfed, aad my sheep ma astray I 
Need 1 dill what I mean, that I taagdMh'afen e ! 
When I leave all the pfefe, you atay gpma’tis far 



THE LADY’S LOOKING-GLASS. 

Celia and I the other day 
Walk’d o'er the sand-hills to the sea ; 

The setting sun adorn'd the coast. 

His beams entire, lp» fierceness lost « 

Affcd on the smUke of the de*tp 
The winds lay, only not asleep : 

The nymph did, like the scene, appear 
Serenely pleasant, calmly fair ; 

Soft fell her wortCas Hear ttie air. 

With secret joy I heard her say. 

That she would never miss one day 
A walk so fine, a sight so gay. 

- But, oh the change 1 the winds grow high ; 
ftnpending tempests charge the sky j 
The lightning flies, the thunder roars. 

And big waves lash the frighten’d shores. 
Struck with the bettor of the sight, 

She turns her head, and wings her flight, 

And, trembling, vows she'll ne'er again 
Ajuprosch the abone or view the mas in. 

•Once move, at least, look hack, said 1, 
Thyself in that large glass descry ; 

When thou art in good humor drest. 

When gentle reason rules thy breast, 

The sun, pppn the calmest sea. 

Appears not half so bright as thee : 

’Tis then that dfch delight 9 rove 
Upon the boundless depth of love j 



1 bless my chain, I hand niy oar, 

Nor think oA all I left chi Aore. 

But when ram doubt aatf frtnoacBeffs fttf 
Do t^iat dear faofofh ttosodt tear, 

When the big lip atfd HMFtf eft 
Tell me the rising team 1 Is high, 

*Tis thevr thou art ysif angry lAAfn, 

Deform'd tty widtfe and drift'd 3 tty faBft j 
And the poor sailor, that mrit try 
Its fury, labors leu tbsA' 1. 

Shipwreck’d, in relate Uftff A*lte, 

While Love and Fduraflt! <frhn* Ute back j 
Forc’d to dote Ota flute Ay *tftf «tf, 

I chide thee first, and then Obey. 

Wretched, when ftett thee » refd, Wbe& 

1 with thee dr wifltottt tfteeUfc. 9 


TH USt 

who ofwti mat ********* 

V enxjs, take gy votive flan, 

Since I am not what 1 was i 
What from this daj l shall be* 
Venus, let me never spe.« 

rut CAHCUON. 

As the Cameleen, tehfrtt hd ifl A 
To hstn ft**** 



HIKIU4KBOVS FOEMh. 


But borrows frcftn his neighbour’s hue 
His white or black, his green or blue. 

And struts as much in ready light, 

"Which credit gives him upon sight. 

As if the rainbow were in tail 
fettled on him and J|is heirs-male ; 

Sb the young ’sfhirf, when first he comes 
From country Behoof to Will’s or Tom's, 

And equally in truth is fit 
To be a statesman or a wit. 

Without one notipfl of his own. 

He saunters wildly up and down, 

Till some acquaintance, good or bad. 

Takes notice of a staring lad. 

Admit# him in among the gang « 

They jest, reply, dispute, harangue ; 

He acts and talks as they befriend him, 
Smear’d with the colors which they lend him. 

Thus merely as bis t for tune chances. 

His. merit or his ’nice advances. 

If haply he the sect pursues. 

That read and comment upon news* 

He takes up their mysterious face i 
He drinks his coffee without lace s 
This week his mimic tongue nun o'er 
Whqj they have said the week before* 

His wisdom sets all Europe right. 

And teaches Maribrd when to fight. 

Or if it he hi* frta to meet 
W itb folks *whq have amen we a lth than wit. 
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He loves cheap Pert aad ioible huh. 
And settles in the Htto*dnim dab : 

He learns how stocks will fall or rise t 
Holds poverty the greatest vice i 
Thinks wit the bane of conversation. 

And says that learning spoils a nation. 

But if at first fie iflimde bis hits. 

And drinks Champaigne among the wits. 
Five deep he toasts the tow’ring lasses. 
Repeats you verses *nerfe on .Jflsstta t 
Is in the chair, prescribes tblllt, 

And lies with those he Utrit saw. 


THE FLIES. 

Sat, sire of insects, mighty Sol f 
(A fly upon the chariot-poM 
Cries out) What bltte-bottle aHve 
Did ever with such fury drive 1 
Tell Belaehub I great Father, tail, 

(Says t'other, perch'd upon the Wheel) 

Did ever any mortal fly 
Raise such a cloud of dost ad 1 2 

My judgment turn'd the whole debate i 
My valour sav'd the sinking state. 

So talk tiro idle betiltg things. 

Toss np their heads, SMI strtfch faftt 

But let tbe tfMMVUgfct 

Thu orthAwesia* rma mumi 

w 3 
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Ml'rXXLAWSOUS POESn. 


*So merit in their own behav'our ; 

Both rais’d but by their party’s favour. 


THE fcfcMALE PHAETON. 

• i. 

1 hus Kitty, beautiful and young 1 . 

And wild as colfuntam’d. 

Bespoke the fair from whence she sprung. 
With little rage inflam’d. 


n. 

Inflam’d with rage at sad restraint 
Which wise mamma ordain'd. 
And sorely vex’d to play the saint. 
Whilst wit and beauty reign’d. 

Shall I thumb holy books, oonfln’d 
With Abigails , forsaken ? 
Kitty’s for other things design'd. 
Or I am much mistaken. 


Must Lady Jenny frisk about. 

And visit with her consists) 

At balls must she make all thp cost. 
And bring horns hnrii^af i f n es s ) 
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What has she better, pray, than 1 1 
W hat hidden charms to boast, 

That all mankind for her should die. 
Whilst I am scarce a toast? 

vi. 

Dearest mamma ! for once, let me 
Unchain'd my fortune try i 
I'll have my earl as well as she, 

Or know the reason 

- «*• 

I’ll soon with Jenny's pride quit score, 
Make all her lovers fail t 
They'll grieve I was not loos’d before | 
She, 1 was loos'd at all. 

m, 

Fondness prevail’d, maxima gave way : 

Kitty, at heart’s desire. 

Obtain’d the chariot for a day, 

And set the world m tee. 
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»rftcfe£4Ti faded 


THE WANDEftttiG PlfeGRIM. 

BCKftY iftlMMV W 

SIR THOMAS rttAHKEAWb, BA*T. 
PostmasLer akd PaylrUtifar^&te+til i& QtofSk Atkne. 
, *. K ^ — — = 

WlIX PlGGOT most ttf CddhMftd £6, 

To live, alas ! fif ^ 

Unleu Sir Thomas sa/Uft, be, 

Th* allowance is too Mast. 

#. 

The gracious knight fid! 6643 irdet 
Tea fartRfdgi nd’«# *HI «0 
To > kafep a man each day hi start | 

|paae bread to meat i tlue. 

id. 

A Rechabite poor Will Jttbt Wv*, 

And drink of AdanPr aid t 
Pure element no life 4HA §Mi ,* 

Or mortal seal regale. 

nr. 

, Spare diet and spring-water dear 
Physicians hold are good s 
Who diets thus need never fear 
A fever in the blood. 

▼. 

SnWcj, Sirs, you’re in the right i 
Prescriptions all can sell. 

But he that does not eat can’t th*** 

Or piss. If good drink fail. 




1BE WAMDBB1NC PILGRIM- 14 i 


But pass — the ASeculapian crew, 

Who eat and quaff the heat, 

The> seldom miss to hake 9*4 brew, 

Or Hn to break their fast. 

VII. 

Could Yorkshire tjke bat do the same. 
Then he like them aajght thrive ; 

But Fortune, Fortune, cruel dame. 

To starve thou dost hH* drive* 
vm. 

In Will’s old master’s plenteous days. 
His mem'iy e'er be blest ( 

What need of speaking in his praise ? 
His goodness stands ooafitst. 

IX. 

At his fam’d gate stood Charity, 

In lovely sweet array I 

Ceres and Hospitality 

Dwelt there both nfehi aa4 day. 

x* 

But to conclude, and he concise. 

Troth most Will’s voucher he ; 

Truth never yet went in disguise, 

For naked still is she. 

v. 

There is but one, hat one alone. 

Can set the pilgrim free, 

And make him cease to pine and moan i 
O Frankland, it is thee ! 





x *r. 

Oh ! save him from m dreary #ny ; 

To Coxwould he amt 
Bereft of thee be d a WLl aitray. 

At Coxeiald he mrist die. 

A * X1W * 

Oh ! let him in IbjrMAl rtteid. 

And wear a porttiP##*M r 
Duteou. to what thriu dftHdftiwf, 

Thu. William* t tWW)f dtNHii 

NdN^Elt. 

r» 

Let others from ttte tt W fti MMl, 

And in the fields leek fiew delight; 

My Phillis doe. fitted 

No other object, pleasd Ay ri|W. 

n. 

In her alone 1 As* Mff 

Beauties a country bdncspe grace t 

No Ihde so lovely hi Mt hah*. 

Nor plain so arifiet ril I* btr hce. 

Mr. 

Lilies and roiei fere cooftht, 

More beantcpM than M flow’ry field ; 

Transparent I. her' fihf «ri fine. 

To this eadi crystal ItreriB tthl jieM. 

H. 

Her voice more -sweet «K*n wttrtAiri* Ned, 
Tho* sung b^nightmgale or lark ; 
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Her eye* Buch foise dart around, 

Compar’d (o them *he »ius is dark. 

w» 

Both light and vital heat they give. 

Cherish'd by them mylove -tnfosfcoot; 

From her kind Aoofca 4P0S Aife tecsive, 

• Grows a fair plant* fours Jtow’rs and Grlftt. 

n. 

Such fruit I ween did «ms deceive 
The common parent of mankind. 

And made transgress oar mother Eve, 

Poison Its core, -the’ to its rind. 

vn. 

Yet so delicious is its taste, 

1 cannot from thefoit abstain. 

But to th’ enchanting pfoaurefoste, 

Tho’ 1 were sure 'twou’d end in jiaiu. 


THE DESPAtatKG 45HKPHBRP. 

Auxu shunn’d hi* fcHow-m^h»s, 

Their rural sports jocund fosWrf* 
.(Heav’n guard us all from Cf*pW's bow \) 
He lost his ocook, he left bis flqjhks. 

And, wandering jfop* 0* lonely sfok*. 

He nourish'd. endian IRQ*. 

The nymphs and ahejfocds *#* *}*& ■WWP t 
His grtaf some P4f, -nfo" Jfofoi 
The fatal ca*se |01 Jrinrfty^^ 
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He mingled his concern with theirs ; 

He gave ’em back their friendly tears ; 

He sigh’d, but would not speak. 

Clorinda eaie among the rest. 

And she, too; kind ibooecir easprest, 

And ask'd the rdfcsod «f bis woe s 
fihetask’d, but with an air and mien 
That made it easily foreseen 
She fear’d too pmnh to know. 

The shepherd rais’d his Mournful head ; 

And will you pardon me, he said. 

While 1 the cruel truth reveal. 

Which nothiug from my bnsswt should tear, 
Which never should offend your ear, 

But that you bid me tell ? 

Tis thus I rove, ’tia thus complain. 

Since you appear’d u pnnj lh r plain » 

Thou are the cause of all my cam : 

Your eyes ten th o usa n d dangers dart. 

Ten thoushnd tordenti sen my heart « 

1 love and 1 despair. 

Too much, Alexis t 1 hare heart * 

'Tis what 1 thought, *tfs what 1 fear’d; 

And yet I pardon yon, she cry’d ; 

Bnt you shall pWmiie ne'er again 
To breathe your mn, or Bpeajfc your pain — 
He bow’d d^d. 
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THE OLD GENTRY, 

x. 

1 hat all from Adam first began. 

None but ungodly Whiston doubts. 

And that his son and bis son’s son 

Were all but ploughmen, clowns, and louts 
xx. 

Each, when his tub tic pains began. 

To merit pleaded equal right; 

’Twas only who left off at noon. 

Or who went on to work till night. 

in. 

But coronets we owe to crowns. 

And favour to a court’ » affection ; 

By nature we are Adaxh’s sons. 

And sons of Anstls by election. 

IV. 

Kingsale ! eight hundred years have roll’d 
Since thy fore&thers held the plough ; 

When this in story shall be told. 

Add, that my kindred do so now* 
v. 

The man who by his labour gets 
His bread, in imlffpw dan t state. 

Who never begs, and seldom eats. 

Himself can fix or change his late. 


rust. vox- n. 
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THE PEDANT. 
Lysander talks extremely well ; 

On any subject let him dwell, 

His tropes and figures will content ye : 
He should possess to all degrees 
The art of talk a he practises 
Full fourteen hours in four-and-twenty. 


THE REMEDY 
WORSr than the disease. 


I sent for Ratcliffc, was so ill, 

That other doetbrs gave t&e over : 
He felt my pulse, prescrib’d his pill. 
And I was likely to recover. 

zi. 

But when the wit began to wheeze. 
And wine had warm’d'thc politician-, 
Cur’d yesterday of my disease, 

I dy’UJast night of my physician'. 


THE SECRETARY. 

W RI TTE N AT THE HAStTE, 169 ( 3 - 
Whiee with labour assiduous due pleasure I mix* 
And in oh day atone tor fhw bus'cess of six. 
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In a little Dutch chaise, on a Saturday night, 

On my left hand my Horace, a W*** on my 
right: [move. 

No memoirs to compose, and no postho} to 
That on Sunday may binder the softness of love; 
For her, neither visits, nor parties at tea. 

Nor the long-winded cant of a dull refugee: 

This night and the next shall be he*% shall 1^ 
* mine. 

To good or ill fortune the third we resign : 

Thus scorning tlic world, and superior to Fate, 

1 ‘drive on my car in processional state ; 

So with Pliia, thro’ Athens, Fisistratus rods. 

Men thought her Minerva, and him a new God. 
But why should I jtories of Athens rehearse. 
Where people knew love, and were partial to 
verse ; 

Since none can with justioe my pleasure oppose. 

In Holland half drown’d in merest And prose ? 

By Greece and past ages, what need 1 be try’d. 
When the Hague and the present are both on 
my side ? 

And is it enough far the joys £f the da/. 

To think what Anacredn or Sappho would say ? 
When good Vandergoes, and his proident vrow* 
As they gane on ’toy triumph^ do -ftuety allow, . 
That, search nil the province, you’ll And no Ann 
dor ft 

So West ap the Entfiiken hcer HI trttar' Jt. 


2 
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BIISCCULA.<£0U9 POEM* 


CONSIDERATIONS 

Olf PART OP THE LXXXVII!. PSALM. 

(A College Exercise, 16900 


i. 

Heavy, 0 Lord^tiu me thy judgment slie ; 
Accurst I mm while God rejects my cry. 
Overwhelm’d in darkness and despair I groan, 
And ev’ry place is hell, for God is gone. 

0 Lord ! arise, and let thy beams control 
Those horrid clouds that press my frighted soul : 
Save the poor wand’rer from eternal night. 

Thou that art the God of light. 

II. 

Downward I hasten to my destin’d place j 
There none obtain thy aid* or sing thy praise. 
Soon dull I He in Death’s deep ocean drown’d : - 
Is mercy there, oreweet forgiveness found ? 

0 1 nave me yet, whilst on the brink I stand ; 
Rebuke the storm, and waft my soul to land. 

O let her rest beneath thy wing secure. 

Thou that art the God of pow’r. 

mi. 

Rehold the prodigal! to thee I ©ome, 

To hail pj frther, and to seek my home. 

Npr refuge could 1 find, nor friend abroad. 
Straying in vioflj^hDd destitute of God. 
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O let thy terrors and my anguish end ! 

Be thou my refuse, and be thou my friend ■- 
Tteccive the son thou didst so long reprove. 
Thou that art the God of Love. 


TWO RIDDLES, 1710- *> 
Sphivte was a monster, that would eat 
\\ hafcver stranger she could get* 

Unless his ready wit disclos'd 
The subtile riddle she propos'd. 

Oedipus was resolv'd |o go. 

And try what strength of parts would do; 
Sovs Sphinx, on this depends your fate : 
Tell me what animal is that, 

\\ liieb has fotlr feet ^ morning bright, 

Has two at noon, and three at night ? 

’Tis Man, said he, who, weak by nature. 
At first creeps, like his fellow-crealure, 

1 pon all-fours as years accrue, 

IV ith sturdy steps, he walks on two $ 

In age, at length, grows weal? and sick. 

For his third leg adopts the stick. 

Nos, in your -turn, ’tis just, methinks. 
You should resolve me. Madam Sphinx, 
What greater stranger yet is be, „ 

Who has four legs, then two, thretU 
Then loses one, then gets two' more, 

\nd runs away at last on four? 



£50 J4MKLUMM9I vom» . 

ON BEAUTY. 

A RIDDLE. 

Resorts ms, Chloe, what is this, 

[>r .forfeit me one precious kiss. 

Tii the first offspring of the Graces, 

Been different fo#as Id diff ’rent places ; 
Acknowledg’d fine where’er beheld, 

Vet fancy’d finer when conceal’d. 

Twas Flora’s wealth, and Circe’s charm. 
Pandora’s box of good and barm ; 

Twas Mars’s wish, Endymion’s dream, 
Apelles' draught, and Ovid’s theme : 

This guided Theseus thro’ the maze, 

And sent him home with life and praise ; 
But this undid the Phrygian'liOy, 

And blew the flames that ruin’d ’Troy ; 
This show'd great kindness to old Greece, 
And help'd rich Jason to the fleece : 

This thro' the East just vengeance hurl'd. 
And lost poor Antony the world : 

Injur’d, tho’ Lucrece found her doom ; 
This banish'd tyranny from Rome: 
Appeas'd tho’ Lais gain’d bar hive; 

This set Persepolis on fire : 

For thh Alcsdes leagu'd to spin, 

chib laid down, and lion's skin : 
Forth* Apollo deign'd to keep. 

With servile bare, a mortal's sheep : 

For this, the Father of the Gods, 

Content to leave hss high abodes. 



In borrow’d figures loosely ran, 

Europa’s bull, and Leda’s swan : 

For this he reassumes the nod, 

(While Semele commands the God) 
Launches the bolt, and shakes the poles, 
Tho’ Momus laughs, and Juno scolds. 

Here list’ning Chloe smil d and said. 
Your riddle is not hard to read:' 

I guess it— Fair one, if you do. 

Need I, alas ! the theme pursue? 

For this thou see’st, for this 1 leave 
Wbate’er the world thinks wise or grave. 
Ambition, bus'ness, friendship, news. 

My useful books and sei^ou* Muse : 

For this 1 willingly decline 

The mirth of feasts and joys of wine. 

And choose to sit and talk with thee 
(As thy great orders may decree) 

Of cocks and bulls, of flutes and Addles, 

Of idle tales, and foolish riddles. 

AN EXTEMPORE INVITATION 

TO TUB KAU Of OXfOW, 

Lord High Tremmrer , 1712, 
snr uord. 

Our weekly friends to-morrow meet 
At Matthew’s Palace, in Duke-street, 

To try for once if they can dine 
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It, wcary’d with the great affairs 
Which Britain trusts to Harley’s cares, 
Thou, humble Statesman, mayst descend 
Thy mind one moment to unbend. 

To see 4hy servant, from his soul, 

Crown with thy the sprightly bowl. 

Among the guests, which, e’er my house 
Receiv’d it, never ran produce 
Of honour a mt>rc glorious proof — 

Tlio’ Dorset u->'d to bless the roof. 


WRITTEN AT PARI?, 1700, 

IN TSt BEGINNING OF ROBe's GEOGRAPHY. 

Op all that William rules, or Robe 
Describes, great Rhea, of thy globe, 

When, or on posthoikc, or>iu chaise. 

With much cxpencc, and little ease. 

My destin'd miles I shall have gone 
By Thames or Mucsc, by To or Rhone, 

And found no foot of earth my own ; 

Great Mother, let mr once be able. 

To have a garden, house, and stable. 

That I may read, and ride, and plant, 
Superior to desire or want : 

And as health fails, and years increase. 

Sit ddwn and think, and die in peace. 

Oblige th/ fav ’rite -undertakers, 

To throw me in~but twenty acres j 



WRITTEN AT PARIS, 1700 . 

This number, sure, they may allow. 

For pasture ten, and ten for plough ; 
’Tis all that I would wish or hope, 

For me, and John, and Nell, and Crop. 

Then, as thou wilt, dispose the rest, 
(And let not Fortune spoil the jest) 

To those who, at the market-rate. 

Can barter honor for estate. 

Now, if thou grant’st me thy request. 
To make thy vot’ry truly blest, 

Let curst Revenge, and saucy Pride, 

To some bleak rock far off be ty’d. 

Nor e’er approach my rural seat. 

To tempt me to be base and great! 

And, Goddess, this kind office done, 
Charge Venus to command her son 
(Wherever else she lets him rove) 

To shun my house, and field, and grove : 
Peace cannot dwell with Hate or how. 

Hear, gracious Rhea ! what I say. 

And thy Petitioner shall pray. 
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WRITTEN IN 

MONTAIGNE’S ESSAYS. 

GIVEN TO THE DUKE OP SHREWSBURY IN PRANCE, 

Jfler the Peace , 1713. 

Dictate, 0 mighty Judge, what thou hast seen 
Of cities and of courts, of books and men, 

And deign to let thy servant hold the pen ? 

Thro’ ages, thus, I may presume to live, 

And fiom the transcript of thy prose receive 
What my own short- liv’d verse can never give. 

Thus shall faif Britain, with a gracious smile, 
Accept the work, and the instructed isle 
For more than treaties made shall bless my toil. 

Nor longer hence the Gallic style preferr'd, 
Wisdom in English idiom shall be heard, [err’d. 
While Talbot tells the world where Montaigne 


written in the beginning of 
MEZERAY’S HISTORY OF FRANCE. 

W EiTE'ut thy countrymen have done 
By law and wit, by sword and gun, 

In thee is faithfully recited; 



MEZERAY*S HISTORY 09 FRANCE. }£f) 

% 

And all the living world that view 
Thy work, ghe thee the proises due. 

At once instructed and delighted. 

ir. 

Yet for the fame of all these deeds, 

What beggar in the invalids. 

With lameness broke, with blindness smitten, 
Wish’d ever decently to die, 

To have been eithet Mezeray, 

Or any Monargli he has wnttcn ? 

III. 

' Tis strange, dear Author ! yet it true is, 

That, down from Pliaramond to Louis, 

All covet life, yet call it pain, ^ 

And feel the ill, yet shun the cure. 

Can sense this paradox endure ? 

Resolve me, Cambray ! or Fontaine ! 

IV. 

The man in graver tragic known, 

(Tho* his best part long since was done) 

Still on the stage detirei to tarry ; 

And be who play'd the Harlequin, 

After the jest still loads the scene. 

Unwilling to retire, tho’ weary. 
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wmirm m thjb 
NOUVEAUX INTERESTS 
DES PRINCES DE L’EUROPE. 
Blelt be the princes who have fought 
For pompous nan^ps, or wide dominion, 
Since by their er£ur we are taught, 

That happiness is but opinion. 


WRITTEN IlT AN OVID. 
Ovid is the surest guide 

You can name, to Bhow the way 
To any woman, maid, or bride, 

Who resolves to, go-astray. 


VERSES 

Spoken to Lojy Henrktto-Cavendiih-BoUet Bar- 
Icy, Ceunteuqf Oxford. 

In the Library of At^fohn’s College, Cambridge, 
Now 9b 1719. 

MADAJf, 

Since Anna visited the Muses 1 seat, 

(Around her tomb let weeping angels wait) 

Hail 1 thou the brightest of thy sex, and best. 
Moat gracious neighbour, and most welcome guest 1 
Not Harley's self, to Cam and Isis dear. 

In virtues, and in arts, great Oxford's heir. 



VERSES. 
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Not lie such present honor shall receive. 

As to hit contort we aspire to fire. 

Writings of men onr thoughts to-day neglects. 
To pay due homage to the yofter sex : 

Plato and Tuliy we foibcar to read, 

And their great foll’wers, whom this Home has 
To study lessons from thy morals giv'n, [bred, 
And shining characters impress’d by Heav’n. 
Science in books no longer we pursue, 

Minerva’s self in Harriet’s face we view ; 

For when with Beauty we can Virtue join, 

W e paint the semblance of a form divine. 

Their pious incense let our neighbours bring 
To the kind mcm’ry of some bounteous king : 
With grateful hand due alters let them raise 
To some good knight’s or holy prelate’s praise : 
We tune our voices to a nobler theme. 

Your eyes we bless, your praises we proclaim j 
Saint John’s was founded in a woman’s name. 
Enjoin’d by statute, to the Fair we bow \ 

In spite of time we keep our ancient vow # 
WbatMarg’ret Tudor was, isHdftiet Harley now. 




ON BISHOP ATTEHBURY’S 
Burying ike Duke ef Buckinghamshire, 172]- 

I have no hopes, the Duke he says, and diet, 
la sure and certain hopes— the Prelate cries 
vol. rz. p 
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Of these two learned peers, I pry’thee, say, man, 
Who is the lying: knave, the priest or layman i 
The Duke he stands an infidel confest : 

He's our dear brother, qppth the lordly Priest. 
The Duke, tho* knave, still brother dear he cries. 
And who can say thtrev’rend Prelate lies i 
A - 


ON A PICTURE OF SENECA, 

DYING IN A BATH, 

BY JORDAIN, 

At the Right Honorable the Earl of Exeter's, at 
Burleigh-house . 

W him cruel Nero only drains 
The moral Spaniard’s ebbing veins, 

By study worn, and slack with age, 

R $<rw* dull, how thoughtless is his rage ? 
"Heighten’d revenge he should have took ; 

Be should have lmmt his tutor’s hook, 

And long have reign'd supreme in vice ; 

One nobler wretmPcan only rise ; 

>T* he whose fury shall deface 
The Stoic’s image in this piece ; 

Bor while unhurt, divine Jordain, 

Thy work and Sdneca's remain, 

He still has body, still has soul. 

And lives and speaks, restor’d and whole. 
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ON SEEING THE 

DUKE OF ORMOND’S PICTURE 
At Sir Godfrey KneUor't, 

Out from the injur’d canvas, KncUcr ! strike 
These lines, too faint ; the pictnre is not like 
Exalt thy thought, and try thy toil again : 
Dreadful in arms, on Landen's glorious plain 
Place Ormond’s duke : impendent in the air. 

Let his keen sabre, comet-like, appear. 

Where’er it points denouncing death : below 
Draw routed squadrons, and the nnm'rous foe > 
Falling beneath, or flying from his blow ; J 
Till weak with wounds, and cover’d o’er with blood. 
Which from the patriot’s breast in torrents flow’d. 
He faints : his steed no longer bears the rein, 

Bat stumbles o’er the heap his h a nd bad slaw. 
And now exhausted, bleeding, pale he lies. 
Lovely, sad object 1 in bis haif-clos’d eye* 

Stern Vengeance yet and hostile Terror standi 
His front yet threatens, and his frowns command. 
The Gallic chiefs their troops around him caB, 
Fear to approach him, tbo’ they see him Adi 
O Knelicr ! could thy shades and light* expfoss 
The perfect hero in that gloriou* dress, 

Ages to come might Ormond’s picture know. 

And palms for thee beneath hi* laurels grow ; 

In spite of time thy work might ever thine, 

Nor Homer's colors last so long at thine- 
r 2 
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UPON THIS 

PASSAGE IN SCALIGERIANA, 

Les alternant lie ce nmcient pat quel vin th 
boivent p&urveu que ce soil vin , ni quel Latin 
ilt patient pour^eu que ce toil Latin . 

W hen you 'with High-Dutch Heeren dine. 
Expect false Latin and stum’d vine : 

They never taste, who always drink ; 

They always talk, who never think. 


ON MY BIRTH-DAY, JULY 21. 

i. 

If arr dear 1 was bom to-day, 

Co all my jolly comrade* say ; 

They bring me music, wreaths, and mirth, 
A*«k to celebrate my birth. 

Little, alas ! my comrades know 
That I was born to pain and woe. 

To thy denial, to thy scorn, 

Better I had ne’er been bora: 
l%ish to die ev’n whilst 1 say. 

If my dear, was born to-iay. 

ft. 

I, my dearl was born to-day; 

Shall I salute the rasing ray ? 



LOVE OtlAKMEB. 


Well-spring of all my joy ari&%oe, 
Clotilda ! thou alone dost know : 

^hall the wreath surround my hair ? 

Or shall the music please my eafff 
Shall 1 my comrades' mirth receive, 
-And bless my birth, and wish to live? 
Then let me see great Venus chase 
Imperious anger from thy faco ; 

Then let me hear thee smiling sa>, 
Thou ! my dear, wert born to da; . 


LOVE DISARMED. 

Blveath a myrtle’s verdant shade 
As Chloe, half asleep, v as laid, 

Cupid perch’d lightly on her breast. 

And in that hcav'n desir'd to rest : 

Over her paps his wings he spread, 

Between he found a downy bed, 

And nestled in his little head. 

Still lay flic God : the nymph, surpris'd. 
Yet mistress of herself, devis’d 
How she the vagrant might enthral. 

And captive him who captives all. 

Her bodice half-way she unlac’d. 

About his arms she tlify cast 
The silken bond* and^beld him fast. 

The God awak’d, and thrice, in rain. 

He strove to break the cruel chain i 
p 3 
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Andstfiridh, in rm Sfe he shook his wing. 
Incumber'd in the silken string'. 

Fluttering, the God, and weeping, said. 
Pity poor Cupid, gen’rous Maid, 

Who happen’d, being blind, to stray. 

And on thy bosom last his way ; 

Who stray'd, alatfVbiit knew too well 
He never there must hope to dwell. 

Set an unhappy pris'ner free. 

Who ne’er intended harm to thee. 

To me pertains not, she replies. 

To know or care where Cupid flies ; 

What are his haunts, or which his Way, 
Where he would dwell, or whither stray $ 
Yet will I never set thee free. 

For harm was meant, and harm to me. 

Vain fears that vex thy virgin heart ; 
1*11 give thee up my bow and dart. 
Untangle but this cruel chain. 

And freely let me fly again. 

Agreed : secure my virgin heart ; 
Instant give up thy bow and dart j 
The chain, 1*11 in return, unde. 

And freely thou again shalt fly. 

Thus she the captive did deliver t 
*Tbe captive thus gave up his quiver. 

The God, disarm'd, e’er since that day 
Passes his life in harmles’s play * 

Flies round, or sits upon her breast, 

A little flutt’ring idle guest. 







A’cr since that day the begat eoupiptftid # 
Governs the world in Cupid’s stead. 

Directs his arrow as she wills. 

Gives grief or pleasure, spare s pr kills. 


A LOVER’S ANGER. 

As Chloe came into the room the other da}, 

I peevish began. Where so long could you stay ? 
In your lifetime you never regarded your houri 
You promis’d at two, and (pray look, child) 'tis 
four. 

A lady’s watch needs neither figures nor wheels, 
’Tis enough that ’tis loaded with bawbles and seals. 
A temper so heedless no mortal can bear — 

Thus far I went on with a resolute air* 

Lord bless me ! said she, let a body but speak : 
Here’s an ugly hard rose-bud fall n into my seek 
It has hurt me and vext me to such a degree — 
See here, for you never believe me i pray see. 

On the left side my breast, what a mark it has 
made. 

So saying, her bosom she careless display’d ; , 
That seat of delight 1 with wonder survey’d, * 
And for got ev’ry word I design’d to have sai d. 
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«OVE*AND FRIENDSHIP: 

A Pattern!, by Mrs. Elizabeth Singer . 

▲MART I.1S. 

w.** from tbe skies the ruddy sun descends. 
And rising night t hcte r'ntng shade extends ; 
While pearly dewrVerepread the fruitful field. 
And closing- How’rs reviving odours yield. 

Let us. beneath these spreading tiees recite. 
What from otfr hearts our Muses may indite: 

Nor need we in this close retirement fear 
Lest any swain our ara’rous secrets hear. 

■YX.V. To ev’ry shepherd l would mine proclaim. 
Since fair Amynta is my softest theme : 

A stranger to the loose delip Ufs of love. 

My thoughts the nobler warmth of friendship prove. 
And, while its pure and sacred fire I sing. 

Chaste Goddess of the Groves ! thy succour bring. 

ahar. Propitious God of Love! my breast inspire 
Wills all thy tharms, with all thy pleasing fire; 
Propitious God of Love 1 thy succour bring. 
Whilst I thy darling, thy Alexis, sing $ 

Alexis, as the op’ning blossoms fair, 

Lovely as light, and soft as yielding air: 

For him each virgin sighs, and on the plains 
The happy youth above each rival reigns i 
NtSr to the echoing groves and whisp’rtng spring 
In oweeter strains does artful Conon sing. 

When loud applauses fill the crowded groves. 
And Phoebus the superior song approves. 
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»TT,v. Beauteous Amynta is as early light 
Breaking the melancholy shades of night. 

When she is near all anxious trouble flies 
And our reviving hearts confess her eyes. 

Young Love and blooming Joy, and gay Desires, 
In ev’ry breast the beauteous nymph inspires ; 
|knd on the plain when she no more appears** 
The plain a dark and gloomy prospect wears* 

In vain the streams roll on : the eastern breaac 
Dances in vain among the trembling trees : 

In vain the birds begin their ev’ning song. 

And to the silent night their notes prolong { 

Nor groves, nor crystal streams, nor verdant field, 
Does wonted pleasure in her absence yield. 

ahar. And in his absence all the pensive day 
In some obscure retreat I lonely stray ; 

All day, to the repeating caves, complain 
In mournful accents and a dying strain t 
1 Dear lovely jouth ! * I cry to all around f 
* Dear lovely youth* the flatt’ring vales resound. 
mV, On flow’ry banks, by ev’ry ssurmring 
stream. 

Anoints is my Muse’s softest theme t 
’Tis she that does my artful notes refine < 

With fair Aminta’s name my noblest verse shffi 
shine. 

amax. I’ll twine fresh garlands for Alexis’ hqp*» 
And consecrate to him eternal vows ; 

The charming youth gballmj Apollo prove ; 

He shall adorn my songs, end tune my voice to love. 
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to'tjte author 

OF THE FOREGOING PASTORAL. 

By Sylvia if thy charming self be meant ; 

If friendship be thy virgin vows’ extent, 

O t let me in Amintdb praises join. 

Hers my esteem 4haU be, my paBsion thine. 
When for tby bead the garland I prepale, 

A second wreath shall bind Aminta’s hair; 

And when my choicest songs thy worth proclaim. 
Alternate verse shall bless Aminta’s name; 

My heart shall own the justice of her cause. 

And Love himself submit to Friendship’s laws. 

But if, beneath thj numbers’ soft disguise. 
Some favour’d swain, some true Alexis, lies; 

If Amaryllis breathes thy secret pains. 

And thy fond heart beats measure to thy strains, 
Mayst thou, howe'er I grieve, for ever find 
The flame propitious and the lover kind; 

M*y Venus long exert her happy pow’r. 

And make thy beauty like thy verse endure s 
May ev’ry God bis friendly aid afford. 

Fan guard thy flock, and Ceres bless thy bond. 

But if, by chance, the series of thy joys 
■permit one thought less cheerless to arise. 
Piteous transfer it to the mournful swain, 

*5!*, loving much, who, not bdov’d again, 

Fanis ^an ill-fated passion's last excess. 

And dies in woe, that than mayst live in ye a rn . 
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CHARITY : 

A PARAPHRASE OW I. COR. CHAP* XI IT 

IDid sweeter sounds adorn my flowing tongue 
J'han ever man pronounc'd or angel sung 5 
Wad 1 all knowledge, human and divine, a 
That thought can reach or science can define « 
And had I pow’r to give that knowledge birth 
in all the speeches of the babbling earth ; 

Did Shadrach’s zeal my glowing breast inspire. 
To weary tortures and rejoice in fire f 
Or had 1 faith like that which Israel saw 
When Moses gave them miracles and law ; 

Yet, gracious Charity 1 indulgent guest. 

Were not thy pow’r exerted in my breast. 
Those speeches would send up unheeded pray 'r. 
That scorn of life would be but wild despair \ 

A cymbal's sound were better than my voice; 
My faith were form, my eloquence were noise. 

Charity ! decent, modest, easy, kind. 

Softens the high, and rears the abject mind i 
Knows with just reins, and gentle band, to guide 
Betwixt vile shame and arbitrary pride, 
hot soon provok'd, she easily forgives, 

Aud much she sutlers, as she much believes. 

Soft peace she brings wherever she arrives ; 

She builds our quiet a* she forms ear lives ; 

Lays the rough paths of peevish Natan ev’n. 
And opens in each heart a Little beav’n. 
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Each other gift, which God on man bestows. 
Its proper bounds and due restriction knows ; 

To one fixt purpose dedicates its pow’r. 

And, finishing its act, exists no more. 

Thus, in obedience to what Heav’n decrees, 
Knowledge shall^fiify and prophecy* shall cease | 
But lasting Charity V more ample sway, * 

Nor bound by time, nor subject to decay, 

In happy triumph shall for ever live. 

And endless good diffuse, and endless praise receive. 

As thro 7 the artist’s intervening glass. 

Our eye observes the distant planets pass, 

A little we discover, but allow 

That more remains unseen than art can show ; 

So, whilst our mind its knowledge would improve, 
(Its feeble eye intent on things above) 

High as we may, we lift our reason up. 

By faith directed, and confirm’d- by hope a 
Yet are we able only to survey 
Dawning s of beams and promises of day# 

Heav’n 's fuller effluence mocks our dazzl'd sight, 
Too great its swiftness, and too strong its light. 

But soon the mediate clouds shall be dispell'd, 
The sun shall soon be face to face beheld. 

In all his robes, with all his glory on. 

Seated sublime on his meridian throne. 

Then constant Faith ud holy Hope shall die, 
One lost in oertainty and one in joy ; 

Whilst thou, more happy pow’r, fhir Charity ! 
Triumphant sister, greatest of |he three, 



AiHtiiin MORiBfrrtft. 




Thy office and thy nature still the same, 
Lasting thy lamp, and tancoasum’d thy flame, 
Shalt still survive — - 

Shalt stand before the host of Heav’n confest, 
For ever blessing, and for ever blest. 

UPON HONOR. 

A FRAGMENT. 

Honor, I say, or honest fame, 

I mean the substance, not the name, 

(Not that light heap of tawdry wares. 

Of ermine, coronets, and stars. 

Which often is by merit sought. 

By gold and flatt'ry oft’oer bought ; 

The shade for which ambition looks 
In Scldcn's or in Ashmole's boohs,) 

But the true glory which proceeds. 

Reflected bright, from honest deeds ; 

Which we in our own breast perceive. 

And kings can neither take nor give. 

ADRIAN! MORIENT1S 

AD AMMAM WAS. 

Asiwdu, vagnla, Mandate, 

H— pea, ca a at up* s s tynis , 

Quw nano aMMs in Iona, 

PaUhhda, rigid*, rmdnka * 

Nec, lit soles, dabis joca. 


e 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


BY* MONS. fontenelle. 

Ma petite amc, ma mignonne, [vas : 

Tu t’en vas done, ma fille, et Dieu sache ou tu 
Tu pars seulette, nue, et trcmblotante, helas ! 
Que deviendra ton humenr folichonne ! 

Quo deviend^nt tant de jolis ebats ? 


IMITATED. 

T^oon, little, pretty, flutt’ring thing. 

Must we no longer lire together ? 

And dost thou prune thy trembling wing, 

To take thy flight thou know'st not whither ? 
Thy hum’rous vein, thy pleasing folly. 

Lies all neglected, all forgot,. 

And, pensive, wav’ring, melancholy. 

Thou dread’st and hop’st thou know’st not what. 


A PASSAGE Ut THE 

MORLE ENCOMIUM OF ERASMUS 

IMITATED* 

lit awful pomp and melancholy state. 

See settled Reason on the judgment-seat ; 

Around her crowd Distrust, and Doubt, and Fear, 
And thoughtful Foresight, and tormenting Care; 
Far from the throne the trembling Pleasures 
stand, 



in imitation or anaoreon. 
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Chain'd up or exil’d by her stern command. 
Wretched her subjects, gloomy sits the queen, 
Till happy Chance reverts the cruel scene $ 

And apish Folly, with her wild resort 
Of wit and jest, disturbs the solemn court. 

See the fantastic Minstrelsy advance. 

To breathe the song and animate the dance. 

Blest the usurper ! happy the surprise 1 
Her mimic postures catch our eager ejes: 

Her jingling bells affect our captive ear. 

And in the sights we see and sounds we bear. 
Against our judgment she our sense employs. 

The laws of troubled Reason she destroys, 

And in tlieir place rejoices to indite 

Wild schemes of mirth and plans of loose dcligui. 


IN IMITATION OF ANACREON. 
I^et ’em censure, what care I ? 

X'hc herd of critics I defy i 
Let the wretches know 1 write 
Regardless of their grace or spite. 

No, no ; the fair, the gay, the young, 
Govern the numbers of my song s 
All that they approve is sweet. 

And all is sense that they repeat. 

Bid the warbling nine retire ; 

Venus, string thy servant’s lyre s 
Love shall be my endless theme. 

Pleasure shall triumph over Fame ; 

« 2 
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miscellaneous POEMS. 


And when these' maxims I decline, 
Apollo ! may thy fate be mine » 

May I grasp at empty praise* 

And lose the nymph, to fain the bays. 


HORACE, L?fi. 1. EP. IX. IMITATED. 

TO THE RIGHT HONORABLE MR. HARLEY. 


Septimius.Claudi, nimirum lntelligit unus, 
Quanti me facias. Sec. 


Dear Dick *, howe’er it comes into his head. 
Believe* as firmly as he does his creed. 

That you and I, Sir ! are extremely great, 

Tho’ I plain Matt, you Minister of State. 

One word from me, without all doubt, he says. 
Would fix his fortune in some little place. 

Thus better than myself, it seems, he knows 
How far my int’rcst with my patron goes, 

And, answ'ring all objections I can make. 

Still plunges deeper in his dear mistake* 

From this wild fancy, Sir ! there may proceed 
One wilder yet, which I foresee and dread f 
That I in fact a real interest have, 

Which to my own advantage I would save, 

And, with the usual courtier’s trick, intend 
To serve myself, forgetfhl of ray friend. 

* Richard Shelton, Esq. whom Mr. Prior, in his will, calls 
his dear friend and companion. 
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To shun this censure, I all shame lay by. 
And make my reason with hit> will comply; 
Hoping, for my exetftte, ’twill be confcst. 
That of two evils I have qfcose the least. 

So, Sir 1 with this epistolary scroll 
Receive the partner <of my inmost soul ; 
Him you will find in letters and in laws 
.Not unexpert; firm to his country’s cause ; 
Warm in the glorious interest you pursue. 
And, in one word, a good man and a true. 


ENIGMA. 

By birth I’m a slave, yet can give you a crowp t 
1 dispose of all honors, myself having none; 

I'm oblig’d by just maxims to govern my life, 
Yet 1 hang my own master, and lie with his wife. 
When men are a-gaming I cunningly sneak, 

Aud their cudgels and shovels away from them 
take. 

Fair maidens and ladies I by the -hand get, 

And pick off their diamonds tho’ ne’er so well set. 
For when 1 have comrades, we rob ittWiole bands. 
Then presently take off your lands from your 
hands ; 

But, this fury once over. I’ve such winning arts. 
That you love me much more than you do you 
own hearts. _ 

0 3 
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MISCELLAOBOVS POEMS. 


ENIGMA. 

R>rm’d half beneath and half above the earth, 
We sifters owe to art our second birth ; 

The smith’s and carpenter’s adopted daughters. 
Made on the land, to travel on the waters: 
Swifter they mode as they are straiter bound. 
Yet neither tread tRe air, or wave, or ground; 
They serve the poor for use, the rich for whim, 
Sink when it rains, and, when it freezes, swim. 

CANTATA, 

Set by Mont. Galliard . 
becit. 

Beweath a verdant laurel’s ample shade 
His lyre to mournful numbers strung, 
Horace, immortal bard ! supinely laid. 

To Venus thus address’d the song ; 

Ten thousand little Loves around, 

List’ning, dwelt on ev’ry sound. 

ARIET. 

Potent Venus ! bid thy son 
Sound no more his dire alarms : 

Youth on silent wings is flown ; 

Graver years come rolling on. 

Spare my age, unfit for arms ; 

Safe and humble let me rest, 

From all am’rons care releas’d. 



AN SNGMftW #*f*w*. 375 


Potent Venue I bid thy ton 
Sound no wore hie dire alarm*. 

hnciT. 

Yet, Venue ! why do I eaefc mom prepare 
The fragrant wreath for Chloe’s hair ? 

Why do 1 all day lament and eight 
Unless the beauteous maid be nigh ? 

And why all night pursue her in my dreams 
Thro 1 flow’ry meads and crystal streams i 
It 1C IT- 

Thus sung the bard, and thus the Goddess spoke : 
Submissive bow to Love’s imperious }okef 
Ev’ry state and ev’ry age 
''hall own my rule and fear my rage : 

Coiupell’d by me, thy Muse shall prove 
That all the world was bom to love, 

▲hive. 

Bid thy destin'd lyre discover 
Soft desire and gentle pain ; 

Often praise, and alwa)s love her: 

Thro’ her ear her heart obtain. 

Verse shall please and sighs shall move her ; 
Cupid does with Phoebus reign. 


AN ENGLISH PADLOCK. 
Miss Danue, when fair and young, 
(As Horace has divinely sung) 
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fcould not be kept from Jove’s embrace 
By doors of steel and walls of brass : 

The reason of the thing 1 Is clear. 

Would Jove the naked truth aver ; 

Cupid was with him of the party. 

And show'd himself sincere and hearty ; 
For, give that whipster but his errand. 

He takes my Lord Chief Justice’ warrant ; 
Dauntless as death away he walks. 

Breaks the doors open, snaps the lock*. 
Searches the parlour, chamber, study. 

Nor stops till he has Culprit's body. 

Since this has been authentic truth. 

By* age deliver’d down to youth. 

Tell us, mistaken Husband, tell us 
Why so mysterious, why so jealous l 
Does the restraint, the holt, the bar. 

Make us less curious, her less fair ? 

The spy which does this treasurp keep. 
Does she ne'er say her pray’rs nor sleep i 
Does she to no excess incline ? 

Does she fly music, mirth, and wine ? 

Or have not gold and flatt’ry pow’r 
To purchase one unguarded hour ? 

Your care does further yet extend; 
That spy is guarded by your friend— 

But has this friend nor eye nor heart ? 

May he not feel the cruel dart 
Which soon or late all mortals feel t 
Mny he not, with too tender seal. 
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Give the fair prisoner cause to see 
How much he wishes she were free ? 

May he uot craftily infer 

The rules of friendship too severe, 

Which chain him to a hated treat; 

Which make him wretched, to b»$u»t ? 
And may not she, this darling she, 
Youthful and healthy, flesh and blood. 
Easy with him, ill us’d by thee, 

Allow this logic to be good 1 

Sir 1 will your questions never end > 

1 trust to neither spy nor friend. 

In short, 1 keep her from the sight 
Of ev’ry human face. — She’ll write. 

From pen and paper she's debarr’d.-* 

Has she a bodkin and a card ? 

She’ll prick her mind, — She will, you my ; 
But how shall she that mappl convey* 

I keep her in one room; I lock it; 

The key (look he**), is in this pocket. 

The key-hole, is that l*ffc 7 Most certain. 
She'll thrust her letter thro* — Sir Martin ! 

Dear angry friend, what must b* dpne 7 
Is there no way ?— There it but one* 

Send her abroad, and*!et her see 
That all this mingled mass which she, 
Being forbidden longs to know, 

Is a dull farce, and empty show, 

Powder, and |?*ke6-f last, and beau ; 



4 staple of romance and lie*, 

False tears and real perjuries ; 

Where sighs and looks are bought and sold, 
And love is made hut to be told ; 

Where the fat bawd and lavish heir 
The spoils of Alin’d beauty share. 

And youth, acduc’crrtoaa friends and fhme. 
Must give up age to want and sbpme. 

Let her behold the frantic scene. 

The women wretched, false the men; 

And when, these certain ills to shun. 

She would to thy embraces run* 

Receive her with extended arms; 

Seem more delighted with her charms ; 

Wait on her to the Park and play ; 

Put on good humor, make her gay $ 

Be to hdt virtues very kind* 

Be to her faults a' little blinds 
Let all her ways be unconfin’d. 

And clap your Padlock — on her mind. 

A REASONABLE AFFLICTION. 
On his death-bad poor Lubin lies, 

His spouse is in despair; 

With frequent sobs and mutual cries 
They both express their care. 

A diff’rcnt cause, says Parson Sly, 

The same effect may give: 

Poor Lubin fears that he shall 
His wife that he may live. 



I REASONABLE AFFLICTION. 
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ANOTHER. 

From her own native France, as old Alison past. 
She reproach'd English Nell with neglect or 
with malice, 

That the slattern had left, in the hurry and haste. 
Her lady’s complexion and eyebrowB at Calais 


ANOTHER. 

I'Ibu eyebrow-box. one morning lost, 
(The best of folks are oft’nest crost) 
Sad Helen thus to Jenny said, 

(Her careless but afflicted maid) 

Put me to bed, then, wretched Jane 1 
Alas ! when shall 1 rise again ? 

1 can behold no mortal now. 

For what’s ap eye without a brow ? 


* 

ON THE SAME SUBJECT. 

In a dark comer of the boose 

Poor Helen sits, and sobs, and cries l 
She will not see her loving spouse. 

Nor her more dear Piquet alliw » 
Unless the finds her eyebrow*. 

She’ll e’enSreep out her eyes. 



ON 'tHB SAME, 
duar «u jnst slipt into bed. 

Her ejeUVws on (he toilette lay. 

Away the kitten with them fled, 

As fees belonging to her prey. 

Par this misfortune ^fca&lcsa Jane, 

Assure yoursetr was loudly rated, 

And Madam, getting up again. 

With her own hand the mouse-trap baited 
On little things*, »s sages write. 

Depends m^human joy or sorrow ; 

If we don't eatffli a mouse to-night, 

Alas 1 no eyebrows for to-morrow. 


A TRUE MAID. 

No , no ! for my virginity. 

When 1 loose that, says Rose, HI die. 
Behind the elms, last night, cry’d Dick, 
Rose ! were you not e'xtifemely sick f 


happen'd to wed, 

or, te-beJ, 


Aad wii bro^««m|l _ 

She wiibltA ha H jWi y NHpwfr l*»WnNit; ,yke, 
** S** 1 * — « ItMHimS* tlw 
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But, when Florimel deign'd to I to piratdj to. 
Tea mouths before she and her 'goose were a-kin. 
She chose with such prudence herpangf toamoeal* 
That her nurse, nay her audwifo, scarce hand her 
once squeal. [lives. 

Lean, Husbands, from hence, for the peaeeuf jour 
That maids make not half so much tumult as wives. 


A DUTCH PHOVBim, 

Fnrs, water, w om e n , Bremen's rule 
Sajs wise Professor Pander Brftis. 

Bj flames a house I hir’d was lost. 

Last year, and I must pay the cost. 

This spring the rams overflow’d my ground. 
And my best Flanders mare was drown’d* 

A slave 1 am to Claim’s eyest 
*^he gipsy knows her pew’r and flies. 

Fire, water, woman, are my rain. 

And great thy wisdom. Pander Bruin. 


Damn Thomas, dkUt then aemrpaft 
Thy head toto a tinman’s shapt 
Therev Thmnes, didst MMhN 
(T3sbto byway -fSfa^le) 



AftyiJffttt qpaittfc Me ifcge 
la jumping M * rdMng cage, 
ow wither ride turn'd up, 
laneiiiy wring of bells a-t©p f— 

Mov'd in the orb, pleas’d tUb the Chimes, 
«YtK foeUriaorifet^e hUi be oHntto t 
Bo* hiM or tb#6j tuVh wood or w4te, 

He never gets two inches higher. 

So fares it with tho se merry blades 
That frisk it under Pindus’ shades. 

In noble song* -and lofty odes, 

They tread ?a stars, .pod talk with Gods; 
Still dancing in anjary round. 

Still pleas'd with their own verses' sound f 
Brought back, bow fasMoe'er they go. 
Always aspiring, always low. 


A ffhOWBB* 

PAIHTCO ,PT <JMf P» TAKMLMT. 

Whw fam'd Vareh* this little wonder drew. 
Flora vouchsaf’d the growing work te v4y ; 
Finding t #*p itilf' 

The GdfcUess snahhPrf dtt KaM, 

, foffittt '*£ ' 

woAoftf&ihrt* u-ttWdrfcic. 



a cm mvm- 

i. 

Now Iwrw *ha«,l da wHb q»jiri4ft» 

Dear Dick, give me counsel, if friendsJiiytbas any I 
Pr’jthee purge, or let bloag» surly Richard reply’d. 
And forget the coquette in the aims of your Nan- 
n, [ny. 

While I pleaded with pension how «W<*h Wescrv’^bT 
‘ For the pains and the turmepjs for iptjge 
year. 

She look’d in an almanack, whence $be obserr’tL,, 
' That it wanted a fortnight *» JkKifcpraiifiy 
* IM* * 

My Cowley and Waller how Vainly 1 quote, [eye i 
While my negligent jnrign-only hears with her 
In a long flaxen wig and CStfcwderM pew COpt, 
Her spark, saying nothing, tpfks better thin I. 

AFABt^ 

O quants t pec teg t w ph,co»lia « W» » » * 

The fox an actor’s visard found 


A CRlfiCAX MOMENT. 

HowcaprickmewereNatareaiMlArttopoorNell ? 
She wa*motfag her cheeks at the time her nose 
WU 

FORMA tbllUM FRAGILE. 

What a frail thing is beauty, eaye Baron le Crate, 
Perceiving hie mietreta had one eve of flue : 

And ecaroely had he epoke m 
When she, more confut'd, ae ntiin angry the grew. 
By a negligent rage prov’d the maxim too true ; 
She dropp'd the eye and broke it. 


amp SIT FUTURUM CRAS FUGS 
QlLERERE. 

Fob. what to-morrow efaall ^iacloee 
May epoil what you to-night propoea s 
England may change or Chloe atony ■ ' 
Lore and life are for to-day. 


HER RIGHT NAME. 
Ae Nancy at her tbiiette safe 




itt B-iamr mams. 
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What sort of charms does she possess? 
Absolve* me, fair ond, ni ednfess 
With pleaaum, 1 r * ptfda Her hair. 

In single ta^rather dark jjSmn, fair. 

Does down her iv*iy bos pm toll. 

And, hiding, half adopt* the whole. 

1b her high forehead* a fair half round 
love sits in open triumph crown’d t 
Be in the dimple of .her chin* 

In private state, by friend*)* seen. 

Bar eyes are neither bMk por gray. 

Not fierce nor feeble is dter ray % 

Their duhiona lustre speips to show _ 
Something that speaks nor Yes per New 
Bar Ups no living bard, I weet. 

May Bay how red, how round, bow sweet t 
Old Homer only could indite 
Their vagrant grace and soft delight i 
They stand recorded in his hook. 

When Helen smil’d end Hebe spoke — 
The gipsy, turning to ber glass. 

Too’ plainly show’d she knew the free * 
And which an* L most tike, she staid* 

Your Chloo pryourNhib eown maidf 


if 



UPON PlAYING AT OMBBB 

WIT* m UMM. 

I now that Fortune Ion; has wanted sight, 
.And therefore pardon'd when the did nor right % 
Bat jet till then it nevgr did appear 
That, as she waotfLejei, she amid not hear. 

1 begg’d that she wontft give me leave to lose 
A thing she does not commonly refuse. 

Two matadores are out against mj game, 

Tet still I pldy, and still my luck's the same : 
Unconquer’d in three suits it does remain. 
Whereas 1 only ask in one to gain : 

Yet she still contradicting gifts imparts, 

And gives success in ev’ry suit — but Hearts. 


SMSIVES ON HUME SIDES 09 Alt 

ANTIQUE LAMP, 

Given by me tQ Lord Harley . 

uaj, mss 

Awtiquav hane latnpadem 
E Museo ColbertfnO allatam, 

Domino Harleo inter Kii^s sna 
Reponendam D. D. Matthsras Prior. 

• This lamp which Prior to his Barley gave, 

• Brought from the altar of the Cyprian dame, 

• Indulgent Tima, thro* future ages save, 

‘ Before the Mate to bum with purer flame 


1 » 
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Sperne dUeotum Yeneris eaceUaa, 

Sanctitus, lampas, tibi mums onto : 

1 fove easto vigil Harleienas 


engraver on a column nr the church o» 
HALSTEAD IS ESSEX, 

THE IFIRE OF WHICH, BURNT BOWK BT UOHTMIES, 

Wat rebuilt at the expence qfMr.S. Fish, 1717. 

View not this ipire by measure given 
To building! rail'd by common bandit 
That fabric rues high m bear's, 

Wboae basil on devotion stands. 

While jet we draw this vital breath. 

We can our faith and hope declare i 
Bat charity, beyond our death. 

Will ever in our works appear. 

Beit he be call'd among good men 
Who to his God this column rais'd | 

Tho’ lightning strike the dome again. 

The man who built it shall be prais’d. 

Yet spires and tow’n in dot shall lie, 

The weak efforts ofbmiaaa pains 
And Faith and Hope tha—wtms shall die. 
While deathless Charity remains. 



plan of A FOlffcTAJN, 

Off WfefCB * TIE 

EFFIGIES OF THE QUEgN ON A TRIUMPHAL ARCH; 
TBE^rrcuRE or the 
duke or MARum*oven nanautm, 
dlnd the chief rivers ef the vtnrid rtundtfre whole work. 

Ye active Stream. 1 vkut^r jwar waters iov» 
Let distant dimes and furthest nations know 
W hat ye fronoThames and Danube have heed taught. 
How Anne commanded, and how Marlbrd fought. 

< Qoeecaaqae aeterao properatis, lamina lapsa, 

• Divisis late tenriiy popolisque remote 
‘ picite, naai robde Tamisis iwmwit e* later, 

4 Anna quid imperils potuit, q«id Marl bum* amis.' 


AN EPITAPH* 


s set quteusque roles paeu 
Aulc culmisc lubvico, fee. , 
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While rolling threescore jeon nod one 
Did round this (lobe their courses ran : 

If human thjngs vent ill or well. 

If changing empires rose or fell. 

The morning past, the evening came, 

And found this couple still the same* 

They walk’d, and ate, good folks; what then? 
Why, then they walk'd and ate again* 

They soundly slept the night away; 

Tfiey did just nothing all the day » 

And having bury'd children four. 

Would not take pains to try for more. 

Nor sister either had, nor brother; 

They seem'd just tally'd for each other. 

Their moral and economy 
Most perfectly they made agree; 

Bach virtue kept its proper bound. 

Nor trespass'd on the other's ground. 

Nor fome nee censure they regarded ; 

They neither punish’d nor rewarded. 

He car'd nut what the footmen did ; 

Her maids she neither prais'd nor chid » 

So ev'ry servant took his oourae, 

And had at first, they all grew worse, 

Sloftiful disorder fill'd his stable. 

And sluttish plenty deck'd her table. 

Their beer was strong I their wine was Fhrtf 
Their meal was laggn# tMt ffffioe was dhOft* 
TtmygMe the portae remnant m«hft 
Jast wbsn it grow W fit to eat. 



Ip 0 


MDC^LUiriODI POfin. 


They paid thp*cburcb and parish rate. 
And took, bat read not tbe receipt ; 

For which they claim'd their Sunday ’a due 
Of ilunb’ruig in an upper pew. 

No man's defects sought they to know. 
So never made themselves a foes 
No mao's good* dagda flid they commend. 
So never rais'd themselves a friend* 


Nor cherish'd they relations poor ; 

That might decrease their present store : 
Nor burn nor house did they repair $ 

That might oblige their future heir. 

They neither added nor confounded $ 
They neither wanted nor abounded. 

Each Christmas they accounts <fjd clear. 
And wound their bottom round the year. 
Nor tear nor smile did they employ 
At news of public grief or joy. 

When bells were ruttg and bonfires made. 
If ask’d, they pe'er denyM their aids 
Their jug was to the risers carry 'dj. 
Whoever either dy’d dr marfy'd,: 

Their billet at the fire was found. 
Whoever was depos’d or clown’d'- 

Nor good/nor bad, nor foohh no# hise. 


They would not learn, nor could advise 3 
Without ipse, hatred, joy, or Urj 
They ie^-r* kind of — as jt were ; 



EPITAPHS* 
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EPtTAPH EXTEMPORE. 
Nongnsfiad Heralds * by your leave, 

Men ties wbat once ms Matthew Frier, 
The son of Adam and of Eve r 

Can Stuart or Nassau claim higher l 

FOR MY OWN TOMBSTONE, 
to on ’tvu gtr’n to die| to ibde 4 tia gif’s 
To lint alas! one moment sets us ev’n. 
Made I how impartial is the wMl of Heav’nl 


FOR MY OWN MONUMENT. 

i. 

As Doctors give physic by way of prevention * 1 
Matt, alive aad in health, of bis Tosabstoao took 
For delay* are unsafe,and bis ptoas intention £o*sa« 
May haply be never fotfiH’d by hh heir, 
it* 

Then, taho Matt’* ward for it, the aentptor it ptff* 
That the figure is toe*, pray betteva yoar own 
Yhtendit bat iightlydhnt atone may bemad, [apAi 
^For we tatter o d rse l te s , and leach isarUe U lie. 

in. 

Yet counting as far as to fifty his years, 

His virtues and vices were as other men’sare; [fears. 
High hopes hroome***, anrh* naathcr’d grayd 
In a life party-coiov’d, half pleasure, bal£j 

• AUadiog to the busto carved by the fcaama jl 
V«sls,<m hts monument la Wctmuiuter-abbe^gr 



IT. 

Nor to bos'aess a drudge* nor to fretioa a slave. 
He strove tomake interest and fr ee d o m agree* 
la jgMfe —pWyapU Matrion and grave* 

Aod alone with his friends, Lord bow merry was 
# *• the! 

Norn in equipage bow InnUj oa foot, 

Boihfortaneefcetrt*, lrat to neither wonld trust* 
And whirl'd in the ronhd as the dkftel Utffd abont. 
He found riches had wkgt, and teew ana d^a 
vs. {bat dm?. 

This verse, little polish'd, the* mighty state, 
Sets neither his titles nor merit to view * 

It says that his relics collected He here, 

Aod no mortal yet knows if thismey be tree. 


item robbers there are that infest thtf highway, 
&* Halt may be kill'd, and his bone* never tend* 
*Ute w teem at eonrt, and tom tompte it sea, 
&4Utt may jet ehaoee to he baaTd er bp 
v»n. {drows’d. 

IfhbbeaesUeinemth, roH tosta.’^tealr. 


And if passing 
Be cam not- 


.^vtUmnvmasovater, 
-yetfrytea fr# kfcdfrrtUkSigto. 
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